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PREFACE 

THE  first  edition  of  this  little  book  achieved 
at  least  a  rarity  beyond  its  merits:  for  the 
greaterpartof  it — before  it  could  reach  the  book- 
sellers— was  destroyed  in  a  warehouse  fire.  Full 
forty  years  have  passed  since  that  time,  years  for 
the  writer  full  of  work  which  suffered  few  and 
short  periods  of  release.  Moreover  such  leisure 
as  College  duties  afforded  was  devoted  partly  to 
travel,  partly  to  study  and  research  in  other 
fields,  in  which  the  interest  was  oriental  rather 
other  than  classical. 

But  among  other  encouragements  which  I 
have  received  in  the  past  I  have  always 
treasured  a  letter  from  Walter  Pater;  and  this, 
overcoming  a  reluctance  which  may  easily  be 
understood,  I  have  resolved  to  publish.  For 
although  I  have  no  wish  to  parade  such  praise 
as  it  contains,  yet  I  cannot  but  feel  that  any 
letter  from  so  great  a  writer  as  Pater  has 
its  own  interest,  quite  apart  from  any  special 
purpose.  I  should  add  that  the  reference  to 
Mr  Edmond  Gosse  is  not  printed  without  his 
sanction,  which  was  duly  sought  and  very 
cordially  given.  The  letter  runs  as  follows: 
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PREFACE 
2  Bradmore  Road,  Oxford 

Mar.31  fi88i] 
My  dear  Butler, 

I  have  been  reading  your  translations  with 
extreme  pleasure  at  so  much  skill  in  both 
Greek  and  English.  Your  versions,  while  they 
seem  very  close  to  the  original,  make  in  them- 
selves a  delightful  book  of  verse. 

I  am  sending  a  copy  to  E.  W.  Gosse,  who 
is  I  think  a  master  in  all  metrical  secrets,  and 
delighting  also  in  all  Greek  things,  will  I  feel 
sure  be  pleased  with  your  work;  also  to  one  or 
two  others  to  whom  I  am  glad  to  have  the 
opportunity  of  making  a  little  present. 

I  was  very  pleased  to  hear  that  you  had 
decided  to  return  to  Oxford,  and  hope  you  will 
be  always  very  far  from  regretting  your  sever- 
ance from  the  lotuses  and  the  gold  of  Egypt, 
for  the  share  of  which,  however,  in  the  genesis 
of  your  charming  little  book  I,  for  one,  am 
grateful. 

Believe  me, 

Very  sincerely  yours, 
W.  H.  PATER. 

With  this  letter  I  have  always  kept  the  hope 
that  I  might  one  day  find  time  to  enlarge  and 
remodel  the  original  volume:  and  that  hope 
is  now  accomplished. 
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The  epigrams  here  added  very  greatly  out- 
number those  of  the  1881  volume.  The  English 
renderings  are  based  upon  the  same  principles 
of  translation,  and  the  aim  has  been  to  make 
them  read  like  English  verse  and  stand  as 
English  verse  apart  from  the  Greek  originals. 
Yet  in  pursuance  of  that  aim  the  obligation  of 
fidelity  has  not  been  forgotten,  and  in  this 
edition  I  am  able  to  set  out  the  Greek  text 
which  was  wanting  before,  so  that  for  those 
who  love  Greek  there  is  at  least  an  easy  refuge 
from  any  faults  of  the  English. 

The  original  preface  is  given  almost  as  it 
stood,  save  for  such  changes  as  follow  from  the 
altered  arrangement  and  altered  headings. 
For  the  order  of  the  epigrams  in  the  old  volume 
had  to  be  broken  up,  so  that  the  new  renderings 
might  fall  better  into  place:  and  under  the 
heading  of  'Temple  Offerings'  a  new  series  of 
poems  is  added.  These  votive  epigrams  are 
some  of  the  most  delightful  and  most  moving 
in  the  Anthology,  giving  in  many  curious 
flashes  just  such  a  sense  of  electric  intimacy 
with  the  daily  life  and  common  occupations  of 
the  Greeks  as  is  caught  from  a  hundred  fami- 
liar little  things  stored  in  classical  museums. 

But  if  the  original  preface  is  reproduced 
with  little  change,  the  reason  is  not  that  I  find 
in  it  little  to  require  amendment.  On  the  con- 

xi 


PREFACE 

trary  I  would  readily  acknowledge  that  there 
is  plenty  of  scope  for  omission  and  for  addition 
of  matter,  as  well  as  for  correction  of  phrase. 
Yet  such  a  revision  if  once  begun  might  well 
draw  on  to  a  rewriting  of  the  whole,  for  which 
I  have  no  adequate  materials  at  hand;  and, 
wanting  perhaps  something  of  the  will,  I 
prefer  to  leave  it  in  the  main  alone. 

How  great  has  been  my  disadvantage  from 
lack  of  books  will  be  understood  when  I  men- 
tion a  coincidence  otherwise  neither  very 
curious  nor  very  significant.  For  as  most  of 
the  poems  in  the  first  edition  were  written  in 
Egypt,  so  it  happens  that  all  those  here  added 
fell  to  be  written  out  of  England — in  Corsica, 
in  Italy,  on  the  Mediterranean  Sea,  on  the 
Atlantic,  on  the  Canadian  prairies,  or  here  in 
this  far  island  on  the  shores  of  the  Pacific. 

Vancouver  Island,  July  1921. 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  EDITION  OF  1881 

THE  revival  of  Hellenism  in  England  will, 
I  think,  be  of  some  service  to  the  cause  of 
scholarship,  as  it  is  likely  to  encourage  the  only- 
type  of  it  which  has  much  chance  of  living  on  in  a 
modern  atmosphere.  For  the  pedantic  style  of 
scholarship  must  give  way  to  the  artistic:  the 
love  of  form  and  colour  in  language  must 
replace  the  craze  for  analysis.  Already  the 
truism  that  the  study  of  Greek  art  and  ar- 
chaeology forms  a  vital  part  of  a  classical 
education  is  being  welcomed — though  shyly, 
as  novel  doctrine — at  schools  and  universi- 
ties. Union  with  art  will  give  to  scholarship 
those  bolder  aims  and  higher  purposes  which 
alone  can  save  it  from  decay.  For  in  the  end, 
scholarship  does  not  mean  raking  among  the 
dust  of  a  dead  language  for  relics  of  roots  or 
atoms  of  grammar;  it  is  rather  the  study  of 
living  beauty  in  shapes  of  speech,  and  its 
highest  result  is  not  the  knowledge  of  tenses 
and  particles,  but  the  power  of  understanding 
and  loving  what  is  beautiful  in  the  writings  of 
great  writers  and  in  the  world  of  nature.  Every 
artist  would  be  better  for  being  first  a  scholar: 
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I  believe  a  right  study  of  the  language  in  con- 
nexion with  the  art  of  Hellas  is  the  best  train- 
ing an  artist  could  have;  that  nothing  else  can 
in  the  same  way  refine  the  sense  of  form  and 
colour  and  develop  artistic  power.  Quite  a 
contrary  result  must  come  from  the  old  style 
of  scholarship,  which  would  grope  among  the 
cobwebs  instead  of  admiring  the  architecture, 
or  would  pound  the  gems  in  a  mortar  in  order 
to  analyse  their  powder.  As  the  artist  is  a 
student  of  beautiful  forms  in  nature,  so  the 
scholar  is  a  student  of  beautiful  forms  in  lan- 
guage; and  as  no  art  can  be  permanent  that 
lacks  ideal  meaning,  so  conversely  no  language 
can  be  permanent  that  lacks  artistic  interest. 
It  is  no  mere  chance  coincidence  that  Greek  art 
and  the  Greek  language  each  attained  an  ex- 
cellence unrivalled  in  human  history.  The 
beauty  of  a  statue,  a  coin,  or  a  llower  is  the 
same  thing  as  the  beauty  of  a  phrase  or  sen- 
tence: it  requires  the  same  taste  to  feel  pleasure 
in  the  lines  of  a  sea-shell  or  a  fir-cone  as  to 
enjoy  the  mould  of  a  fine  sonnet  or  the  build 
of  a  great  poem.  But  in  art  and  in  literature 
alike  one  desires  to  go  back  beyond  the  mere 
results,  however  fully  their  worth  and  signifi- 
cance be  understood.  The  deeper  we  see  into 
the  spirit  of  the  work,  the  more  we  wish  to 
know  the  spirit  of  the  artist  or  writer,  to  know 
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how  the  mind  of  the  maker  was  made,  the 
stars  that  met  at  his  birth,  the  ways  of  thought 
and  feeling  and  action  of  the  world  in  which  he 
inoved. 

The  Anthology,  from  which  the  poems  in 
this  volume  are  borrowed,  may  fairly  claim  the 
double  interest  of  possessing  at  once  para- 
mount artistic  and  antiquarian  value.  There 
is  no  book  like  it  for  the  student  who  wishes  to 
understand  the  motives  and  conditions  of 
Greek  life,  yet  it  is  little  known  or  read  even 
among  scholars.  In  publishing  these  verses,  I 
venture  to  hope  that  more  of  those  who  can 
read  Greek  will  turn  to  the  perusal  of  the 
original  and  that  some  of  those  who  cannot 
may  find  pleasure  in  the  copies. 

The  first  collections — the  Stephanos  of 
Meleager  BC  60,  and  the  Anthologia  of  Philip- 
pus  150  years  later — are  lost.  Cephalas  in  the 
tenth  century  and  Planudes,  a  monk  of  Byzan- 
tium, in  the  fourteenth,  from  whose  works  the 
existing  Anthology  is  compiled,  professed  to 
arrange  by  subject.  The  principle  seems  right, 
in  default  of  any  certain  chronological  order: 
but  their  arrangement  is  so  loose  and  so  care- 
less of  cross-division,  that  I  have  not  scrupled 
to  depart  from  it  and  lay  down  the  main  lines 
afresh;  though  in  any  order  whatever  some 
cross-division  must  remain,  nor  can  any  group- 
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ing  of  the  poems  fail  to  seem  arbitrary  or  faulty 
in  some  particulars.  When  once,  however, 
these  main  lines  were  fixed,  it  has  not  always 
been  possible  or  desirable  to  plan  out  the  de- 
tails very  minutely.  The  Love-songs,  after  the 
first,  may  follow  roughly  an  order  of  thought 
from  doubt  to  possession,  possession  to  loss  or 
satiety:  the  songs  on  Death  may  fall  into  three 
groups — historical,  literary,  and  domestic:  but 
beyond  this  there  is  more  caprice  than  design 
in  the  way  the  poems  are  sorted.  The  fact  is, 
many  of  them  are  so  essentially  independent 
that  it  would  be  a  blunder  of  taste  to  force  them 
into  any  special  order.  Thus  the  poems  on 
Nature  are  strung  together  without  system: 
between  the  pretty  ode  of  Meleager  and  the 
3Tiagnificent  lines  of  Ptolemy  at  the  end  come 
random  little  songs  about  bees,  cicalas,  and 
birds.  All,  however,  show  how  tender  and 
childlike,  yet  how  real  and  deep,  was  the  Greek 
love  of  nature — a  fact  I  cannot  imagine  any- 
one doubting  who  has  understood  six  epithets 
in  Homer  or  seen  a  coin  of  Rhodos  or  Meta- 
pontum. 

In  such  a  miscellaneous  collection,  gathered 
in  many  places,  and  reaching  from  the  earliest 
times  to  the  end  of  the  Alexandrian  period,  it 
would  be  idle  to  look  for  unity  of  style  or 
equality  of  merit.  The  charm  of  each  poem 
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varies  with  the  mood  and  powers  of  the  writer. 
Songs  of  love  and  wine,  and  hope  and  fear,  of 
cross  and  triumph;  hymns  of  delight  in  art  and 
nature  and  life;  dirges  of  sorrow  for  loss  and 
death;  odes  of  melancholy  at  the  utter  vanity 
of  all  things;  praises  of  virtue  and  vice;  and 
cries  from  the  heart's  hopelessness  of  any  sure 
hereafter — these  are  all  found  in  the  Anthology. 
It  is  only  the  most  beautiful  of  the  poems,  the 
most  remarkable  for  passion  or  pathos,  that  I 
have  rendered  in  English.  Sometimes  it  happens 
that  one  lights  upon  a  golden  thought  or  image 
embedded  in  impurities,  and  when  thus 
forced  to  choose  between  abandoning  the  poem 
and  so  losing  the  fine  thought,  or  removing  the 
coarseness,  and  so  far  departing  from  the 
original,  it  may  be  that  I  have  preferred  to  be 
unfaithful.  But  as  a  rule  it  will  be  found  that 
the  renderings  are  fairly  close  and  the  order 
fairly  kept,  while  all  stanzas  of  ten-syllable 
lines  alternately  rhyming — and  these  form  the 
greatest  part  of  the  whole — correspond  line  for 
line  with  the  Greek. 

Where  the  mood  of  the  original  has  seemed 
to  require  a  lyric  metre,  I  have  still  always 
preserved  a  fixed  proportion:  if,  for  example 
an  elegiac  poem  is  turned  into  rhyming  triplets, 
each  couplet  of  the  Greek  answers  to  a  triplet 
in  the  English.  This  law  of  quantitative  corres- 
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pondence  is  one  which  translators,  from  Pope 
downwards,  have  treated  too  cavaHerly:  to  me 
it  seems  essential.  The  model  may  be  copied  no 
doubt  on  a  larger  or  smaller  scale  as  the 
materials  require:  but  what  would  be  thought 
of  a  sculptor  who  in  copying  an  antique  figure 
enlarged  the  scale  of  the  head,  preserved  the 
scale  of  the  foot,  and  diminished  the  scale  of 
the  body  ?  A  poem,  too,  has  its  own  statuesque 
completeness. 

To  the  writer  perhaps  more  than  to  the 
reader,  it  is  a  matter  of  some  interest  that,  as 
much  of  the  original,  so  more  than  half  this 
volume  was  written  in  Egypt.  Almost  every 
town  known  in  Greek  story,  from  Syene  in  the 
far  south  to  Bubastis,  Naucratis,  and  Alexan- 
dria in  the  Delta,  has  contributed  one  or  more 
of  these  English  poems.  After  two  thousand 
years  to  render  a  Greek  song  about  the  Nile 
while  sailing  down  the  same  river,  a  song  about 
Memphis  or  the  Pyramids  in  sight  of  their 
ruins  and  remains,  a  song  about  the  great 
lighthouse  at  Alexandria  while  living  on  the 
very  island  of  Pharos  where  it  stood,  is  perhaps 
a  pleasure  everyone  will  not  appreciate.  But 
beyond  this  'sentimental'  interest,  life  in  the 
East  has  had  its  uses  in  giving  fresh  insight 
into  some  phases  of  Greek  thought  or  habit. 
Of  the  splendour  of  the  Greek  empire  in  Egypt 
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no  token  now  remains  but  here  and  there  a 
silver  coin  or  an  earthen  lamp,  a  marble  shaft 
used  as  a  doorstep  for  the  feet  of  an  Arab,  a 
slab  for  his  bath,  or  a  pillar  for  his  mosque: 
still,  to  live  in  places  hallowed  by  Greek  tradi- 
tions and  in  an  atmosphere  brighter  than  that 
of  Athens,  is  in  itself  to  receive  some  touch  of 
the  Greek  spirit;  and,  what  is  more  important, 
one  finds  much  in  eastern  life  which  belonged 
also  to  Greek  life,  customs  and  ideas  older  than 
the  very  name  of  Hellas,  and  lasting  with  little 
change  since  they  were  received  by  the  Hel- 
lenes. One  realizes  in  fact  the  oriental  side  of 
Greek  manners.  So  if  I  have  been  able  at  all 
to  render  the  spirit  of  my  original  into  English, 
I  owe  something  to  the  sunshine  and  the  con- 
servatism of  Egypt. 

Alexandria,  July  1880. 
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MEAEATPOT 

Aaxpua  aol  y.al  v^pOe  S'A  yOovig,  'UXio^wpa, 

8ojcoO(i.ai,,  aTopYa(;  Xettj^avov  elc;  'At^av, 
Saxpua  SucjSaxpuxa"  TroXuxXauTw  S'  ^ttI  T6(ji,[i(o 

aTOvSoi  [i.v5c(j,a  ttoOojv,  jjivaiJia  9!,Xocppoauva(;. 
oixTpa  yap,  oixxpa  cf)iXav  ae  xal  Iv  9Gt(JL£voti;  MeXsaypo? 

ala(^o),  xeveav  elc;  'A^^povxa  /apt-v. 
al  al',  TToij  TO  ttoOsivov  I(jloI  OaXoc;;  apTraaev  "AtSac; 

apTraacv  dx[xatov  8'  6cvOo(;  £9upex6vt(;. 
dXXa  ae  youvoOfxat,  ya  7ravTp69£,  Tav  Tcav6SupTov 

•yjp^tia  aoiQ  xdXTioic;,  (xocTep,  EvayxdXiaat. 

VII.  476 
MAPKOY  APPENTAPIOT 

Oux  eaO'  ouTog  epcot;,  el'  tk;  xaXov  elSot;  ^x^'-**''^^ 
PouXet'  ex^^'^j  9povi[j.oi?  ofjLjjiaa!,  77£i,06[jL£vo^" 
dXX'  ooTiq  xax6[jLop90v  iScov,  7r£9opY](i,£VO(;  loT'; 

aT£py£t.,  pLat,vo(j,£VY](;  £x  opzvbc,  ai06[i.evo?. 
oiStoi;  £pco(;,  Trup  touto'  toc  ydp  xaXd  TrdvTag  6(xoico(; 
T£p7rei,  TOU?  XptV£lV  £lSo?  ETTtCTTapifvouc;. 

V.  89 
MAKHAONIOT 

"EXxoq  £5(to  Tov  £pcoTa*  p££!,  8i  \ioi  eXxEoi;  t/wp, 

Sdxpuov,  <jiieO/i]c,  outiote  TEpao[X£V7]i;' 
£i[i,l  xal  £x  xaxoTTjToc  dfjLYjyavoc;,  ouSs:  Maxdcov 

T^TTid  [xoi  Trdooei  cpoc.py.ccK'x  Seuojaevc). 
T7;X£96(;  Eipii,  xopT],  au  Se  ytvEO  TTiaroi;  'A/iXXeu?* 

xdXXEi  aqi  Tiauaov  tov  tcoOov,  OiQ  z^cckzq. 

V.  225 
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THE  END 

Tears  for  a  gift  I  bring  thee  in  the  dust, 
The  remnant  of  desire  come  unto  doom, 
And  sorrow's  tears  in  sorrow  on  thy  tomb 

Pour  for  remembrance  of  thy  love  and  trust. 

With  bitter,  bitter  waiHng,  as  I  must, 
I  give  thee  barren  greeting  in  the  gloom. 
Ah  me!  my  lovely  flower  that  brake  in  bloom 

Is  stolen  by  death,  and  in  the  mould  is  thrust. 

O  Earth,  great  mother,  at  my  tears'  behest. 

Close  in  thy  clasp  and  fold  her  gently  to  thy  breast! 

TRUE  PASSION 

It  is  not  love  to  love  a  lovely  face, 

And  take  a  shrewd  eye's  measure  of  desire. 

Love  is  to  love  where  beauty  hath  no  place, 
To  feel  the  kindling  madness  break  in  fire. 

This,  this  is  burning  passion:  taste  bestows 

On  all  alike  the  love  of  comely  shows. 

AN  OPEN  WOUND 

My  open  wound  of  passion  ever  flows 

With  tears'  distilment,  and  it  cannot  close: 

Not  could  Machaon's  art  compound  a  balm 

To  bring  my  pain-bewildered  spirit  calm. 

Sweet,  play  Achilles  to  my  Telephus, 

And  heal  the  love  wherewith  you  smote  me  thus. 


LOVE    POEMS 

POYOINOT 

llaXXac;  ^c;aOpr)aaaa  xai,  "IIpY]  xP'Jcro7r£S(.Xo(; 

Maiov[8'  ix  y.poi.8i/]q  Xccyov  a(jL96Tepat. 
Oux^Tt,  yu(ji,voi)(jt,eCTOa"  y.piaic,  [lix  7zoi[iivo<;  dcpxei' 

ou  xaXov  TjTTaaGai  81c;  Tzepl  xaXXoauv/];;. 

V.  69 

AEKAHinAAOY 

*Ep{i.i6v7)  TTiOavYJ  ttot'  iyoi  CTuv£7cat.^ov,  i/oua'f) 
^coviov  i^  avOecov  TrotxtXov,  w  na9[y], 

Xpuaea  ypa|Ji.(jLaT'  ^j(ov  SioXou  S'ly^ypaTCTo*  rpikei  [le, 
xal  (jIt;  XuttyjOtjc;,  v^v  tic;  ^xf)  M-'  ^'^epo?. 

V.  158 

MAPKOY  APTENTAPIOT 

Iloietf;  Travxa,  MsXiaaa,  9iXav0£o(;  ^pya  [xeXtacy/jt;. 

oI8a,  xal  ^(;  xpaSiYjv  touto,  yuvat,  rtGefxai. 
xal  (xeXi  (i,£v  ara^et.*;  utto  xetXeatv  y)S6  9iXeuaa' 

T^v  8e  GeXf]!;,  xsvTpco  TU(jL{i.a  ^spett;  (ScStxov. 

V.  32 

AAESnOTON 

Kal  TTEViY)  xal  ^pcoc;  8uo  (xoi  xax(4*  xal  t6  (X^v  ol'acS 

xoucp6)(;*  TTup  8^  9lp£i.v  Ku7upi8o<;  ou  Suva[i.ai. 

V.  50 

MEAEATPOY 

Tr)V  TTupl  vir)xo{JievY]v  ^^xh^  ^'^  TroXXaxt  xaiTQc;, 
9eu^eT',  "Epcog"  xaunf),  a^eTXi',  exei.  Trrepuya?. 

V.  57 


LOVE    POEMS 

MAEONIS 
Pallas  and  golden-sandalled  Hero  scanned 

Fair  Maeonis  and  joined  in  bitter  cries: — 
'Enough  one  clown's  award:  no  more  we  stand: 

111  were  it  twice  to  fail  of  beauty's  prize.' 

A  WARNING 

I  played  with  her,  and  found  about  her  waist 
A  girdle  of  fair  flowers  most  fairly  traced, 
And  writ  with  golden  letters  all  above, — 
'Love  me,  and  let  another  have  my  love.' 

BEE 
Dear  Bee,  upon  my  heart  the  truth  is  lain— 

Your  ways  do  match  the  wild  bee's,  like  to  like: 
Sweet  honey  on  the  lips  your  kisses  rain, 

But,  an  you  will,  your  sting  can  fiercely  strike. 

PENURY  AND  PASSION 
Two  evils  unto  me  belong — 
Too  light  a  purse  and  passion  all  too  strong: 
And  though  I  bear  with  penury. 
The  fire  of  love  will  ever  conquer  me. 

WINGS 
If  Eros  shall  too  often  set  alight 

A  soul  that  floats  on  burning  springs. 
That  soul  will  linger  not  but  take  to  flight; 

For  it,  like  him,  hath  wings. 


LOVE    POEMS 

Ai\\ior 

Nrini  "Epcog,  7rop6ei(;  (xe  t6  xp/jyoov  ei't;  (xe  xfvc-jcov 
TTocv  au  piXoc;,  Xo(.7r-/)v  (i,y)x£T'  (i9elq  y^^9^So'» 

6)c;  av  (jLOUvov  eXoii;  lot:;  qx^,  y.y.i  Tiva  ypfj^cov 
(5tXXov  6'iCTTsuaat.,  (xr^xsT'  exot^  dcxtSa. 

V.  58 


OIAOAHMOT 
OuTTw  aot  xaXuxtov  yufxvov  Ospog,  ouSs  jxeXatvei 

P6Tpu(;  6  Trap0eviou(;  TrpcaroPoXcov  /apiTac;. 
aXX'  t^Sy]  0oa  To^a  vsot,  G'/iyouatv  "Epcoxec;, 

AuatSixTj,  xal  Trup  Tucpsrai,  eyxpu^iov. 
<peuyco(X£v  8u(;ep(0T£(;,  sax;  ^eXoc,  oux  enl  veup'^' 

(xavTii;  eyo)  fxeyaXTjt;  auTtxa  Tz\jpy.(xiri<;. 

\ .  124 


ANTIOIAOT 

ETtcov  eyci  xal  7rp6a0£v,  6t'  yjv  STt  9tXTpa  Tcpeivr^c 

VTQTTta'  GxjyLcpXiE^ei  tcolvtccc,  dcE^ojxsv/), 
01  S'  eyeXcov  tov  (xocvtiv.  I'S',  6  ypo^oQ,  6v  ttot'  e9covouv, 

oStoc;'  eycb  Ss  TrdcXai  TpaujxaToc;  fjaOavofxvjv. 
xal Ti  TiaGco;  XEuaastv  (xsv,  oXai  cpXoysg"  v^v  S'  dcTTovsuaco, 

(ppovxiBsQ'  y)v  S'  al-w,  TrapGsvot;.  otxo^i'SQa- 

V.  Ill 
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APPEAL  TO  EROS 

Me  you  besiege,  child  Eros!  Empty  then 
Your  quiver  on  me,  leaving  not  a  dart. 

Make  me  the  only  prey  your  arrows  ken. 
With  not  a  bolt  to  strike  another  heart. 

COMING  EVENTS 

Not  yet  the  bud  has  ripened  to  the  rose, 

Nor  with  the  purple  bloom,  that  summer  throws, 

The  cluster  of  thy  maiden  graces  glows. 

Yet  even  now  the  young  desires,  I  ween, 
Upon  the  whetstone  make  their  arrows  keen, 
And  in  thy  heart  there  rolls  a  flame  unseen. 

Away,  then,  luckless  lovers!  let  us  flee. 

Ere  from  the  string  the  feathered  shaft  be  free. 

I  am  the  seer  of  mighty  fires  to  be. 

PROPHETIC 
Even  in  her  days  of  childish  charm  I  warned — 
'She  when  of  age  all  hearts  with  fire  will  melt.' 
The  time  I  boded,  though  the  seer  was  scorned, 
Has  come,  and  I  full  long  the  wound  have  felt. 
To  sight — all  flame:  to  greeting — all  disdain: 
To  vows — all  virgin:  what  then?  I  am  slain. 


LOVE   POEMS 

AAHAON 
Elaptvco  5(ei.(i.wvt  TraveixeXof;,  to  Ai686ipe, 

outji6(;  ^pcoc;,  iaccrpeX  xpiv6(i,evo(;  TreXayEi. 
xal  TTOT^  [ik\f  (^'xlveic,  tcoXuv  u£t6v,  -^cXXote  S'  aure 

euStoc;,  a^pa  yeXcov  S*  o[jL[xaotv  ^xx£/uaai. 
TU9Xa  8',  67rco(;  vau-A^y^g  ^v  ol'8(jtaTi,  xu(j.aTa  (j,£Tpcov 

Si.v£U(jLat,  (jieyaXw  yeiyLCCxi  7rXat^6jj.£vo:;. 
aXXa  [loi  -^  (pikiriq,  zxOeQ  cxo7r6v,  v^  TraXt.  [iicso\>Q, 
oiq  e'lSco,  TTOTepw  xufjtaTi  v7jx6[jL£0a. 

XII.  156 
MAKHAONIOY  TnATOT 

~HX0£(;  £(jLol  TToG^ovTt.  Trap'  ^XTitSa"  tt^v  S'  ^vl  Gufxcp 

£^£aaXa^a(;  oXt^v  0a[i,p£"i:  cpavraatvjv, 
xal  Tpo(j(.£ca,  xpaSiT)  te  [3u6(p  TTEXEui^ETat,  olJaTpqj, 

^j;u77)(;  7Tvi,yo(i.£VYi(;  xu{jiaTi,  xuTrpiSio). 
aXX'  £[ji.£  Tov  vau'/]y6v  Itt'  YjitEipoio  cpavEvxa 

OWE,  TECOV  XlfJLEVCOV  EvSoOt  SE^a(Jl£VY). 

V.  235 
nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

'HSu,  91X01,  [iei8ri[iO!.  to  AcctSoc,'  yjSu  xat  aurcov 

yjTTtoStvrjTcov  Saxpu/sEt  pXE9apcov. 
yGi^a  [jLOt  a7rpo9aat,aTOv  ETTEaxsvEV,  EyxXtSov  oSti.a> 

7][ieTipcd  X£9aX7iv  Svjpov  EpsLaafXEV/]' 
jxupojxEVYjv  8'  £9tXY]CTa*  Toc  S'  wt;  SpoGEpyit;  dcTco  TTYjy^g 

Saxpua  [i.!,yvu[jt£vcov  ttlttte  xaxa  aTO[j!.aTOiV. 
EiTTE  S'  avEtpofjLEvcp*  TlvoQ  EivExa  Socxpua  Xei^ek;; 

AEiSta  [17]  y.s  "kiwfiq'  egte  yap  opxaTidcTat. 

V.  250 
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LOVE  AND  DOUBT 

My  love  is  like  a  storm  in  spring,  meseems, 
When  dim  the  signs  upon  the  sea  arise; 

Now  showers  of  rain  fall,  now  fair  weather  gleams, 
Now  lovely  laughter  breaking  from  thine  eyes. 

Shipwrecked,  mid  blinding  billows  of  the  night 
I  toss  and  plunge  in  clouds  of  flying  foam: 

0  show  me  love  or  hate  for  beacon-light, 
That  I  may  know  what  are  the  waves  I  roam! 

SHIPWRECKED  LOVE 

Past  hope  you  crowned  my  longing,  and  my  soul 
To  truth  from  wild  imagination  woke : 

Yet  o'er  my  quaking  heart  the  depths  do  roll, 
And  in  the  billowy  surge  of  love  I  choke. 

1  am  a  shipwrecked  mariner:  take  my  hand, 
And  bring  me  to  your  haven  on  the  land. 

A  WOMAN'S  FEARS 

Sweet  is  the  smile  of  Lais,  sweet  the  rain 

Of  teardrops  from  her  gently  twinkling  eyes. 
Last  eve  her  head  had  longtime  sweetly  lain 

Against  me,  when  she  fell  to  sudden  sighs. 
I  kissed  her  sorrow:  but  tear  after  tear 

Fell  down  our  meeting  lips  like  showers  of  dew. 
'What  ails  thee,  maiden?'  'Ah!'  she  cried,  'I  fear 

Thou  wilt  forsake  me:  men's  troth  is  not  true.' 


LOVE    POEMS 

AAcDElOT  MITl'MINAIOr 

'VXriyLOveQ,  olc;  ivipccazoQ  ^cpu  [3[o(;,  outs  yap  ^p^ai 
£U(xap£c;,  out'  elrceXv  ioxi  xt  v6a(pi  Tr^Ooiv. 

xal  yap  lyto  vuv  £^[jlI  Xl-/)v  (ipaSuc;'  el  8'  l(;t8ot,[xt. 
SE(,v69t>vOv,  OTepo-KT^Q  7rTY)ao(i.ai,  ^^UTepot;. 

TOuvexEv  ou  cpeuyetv  yXuxuv  I'jxepov,  aXXa  Siwxeiv, 
Tcaat  X^yto"  4'^X'^'?  IotIv  "Epco?  dx6v-A]. 

XII.  18 

MAPKOY  APTENTAPIOT 

Mr]VT^  xpucroxepox;  SspxTj  tocSe,  xal  Trupi,Xa(i.7reT£; 

ocaxipeq,  o\jc,  y.6Xv:oic,  'Clxeccvbc,  St/ZTCci, 
coq  ys  [jLOVov  TcpoXtTCOuaa  (jLupoTuvooi;  oy/zz  'Apiaxr,, 

exTaiTQV  8'  eupetv  ttjv  (Jiayov  ou  8uva(ji,a(.. 
aXX'  z}j.n-f]q  auT7]v  r7)Ty]CT0jj,£V  ■/]  p'  ZTZiTziyi'^fOi 

KuTCpiSoc;  i}("^£UTa(;  apyupeou(;  axuXaxac;. 

V.  16 

MEAEATPOT 
'Ev  aot  Ta[JLa,  MutaxE,  piou  TrpupLVYjai,'  d^vyjTTTaf 

ev  aol  xal  <]^u)(^c;  7rv£U[xa  to  Xet^Gev  exi. 
val  yap  8y)  xa  aa,  xoupe,  Ta  xal  xcocpotat.  XaXeuvTa 

6(X(jLaTa,  val  pta  to  gov  9a!,Sp6v  sTrtaxuviov, 
7]v  (jLoi  C7uvvs(p^(;  6(i,[jLa  {BaXY]c;  ttots,  x£i[^a  SeSopxa' 
T^v  S'  iXapov  pXe4>7)?,  "^Su  Te07]Xev  eap. 

XII.  159 
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LOVE  AND  WORK 

Woe  for  the  loveless  lives!  for  passion-free 
In  word  and  work  a  man  doth  feeble  things. 

Mine  is  a  sluggard  soul;  yet  kenning  thee, 

Quicker  than  lightning  forth  I  speed  on  wings. 

So  follow  sweet  desire,  nor  turn  to  flee;  — 

'  Love  gives  the  soul  her  edge, '  the  wise  man  sings. 


LOST 
Look  down,  O  golden  moon,  and  starry  fires, 

Whom  Ocean  clasps  caressing  to  her  breast! 
My  sweet  love  leaves  me  lorn  with  fierce  desires; 

Eight  days  I  seek  my  fairy  east  and  west, 
Yet  still  must  search,  and  send,  ere  searching  tires, 

The  silver  hounds  of  Cypris  on  the  quest. 


LOVE  AND  LIFE 
On  thee  the  cords  that  hold  my  life  are  laid, 
On  thee,  my  utmost  breath  of  being  stayed. 
By  thy  bright  face,  and  eyes  which  speak  so  clear 
That  men  may  understand  who  cannot  hear. 
One  cloud  upon  thy  brow  doth  winter  bring, 
One  sunny  glance  again  makes  sweetest  spring. 


II 
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nAYAOY  i:iAENTIAPIOT 

.\Uxpi  livoc,  9Xoy6eacTav  uttoxX^titovtec;  bnoiiz^v 
9topi.ov  dcXXY)Xtov  pX£(jL[j,a  TiTDax6(i.E0a; 

AcXT^ov  d[i.cpaS[Y]v  [jL£Xe8r)[jLaTa'  xi^v  tli;  ^pu^'f) 
{zaXOaxa  Xuat,7r6vou  TcXfyfi-ara  odJ^uy^tqc;, 

9ap(jLaxov  d{i,90T£poL(;  ^tqioc;  ^aasTai"  v^Siov  yj[jiiv 
^uv6v  del  (jLeO^TTEtv  t^  plov  t^  GdvaTov. 

V.  221 

STFAT^NOS 

KXe^'Ofxev  6cy_pt,  zivoQ  xd  cpiXrjjjtaTa,  xal  xd  XaGpaia 
veuao[jL£v  dXXvjXoK;  6(jL(ji.aai  9eL8o(i.£voi(;; 

[jtsy  pi  t[vO(;  8'  dxeXEOTa  XaXY)CTO[i.£V,  d^xPoXtatot 
t^euyvuvTEc;  xeved(;  ^[jLTtaXiv  ix[i^oXi(x.c,', 

jjLEXXovTEf;  t6  xaXov  Sa7ravy)ao(j.EV  dXXd  Trplv  £X0£iv 
Tac;  96ov£pd(;,  OelScov,  GcopLSV  etc'  £pya  Xoyoi,;;. 

XII.  21 

OIAOAHMOT 

*Oaadxi  KuSiXXy](;  uttoxoXttio?,  e^te  xax'  ■?;[i,ap, 
elV  djcoToX^Yjaaf;  i^XuOov  saTTEpioi;, 

0l8'  6tI  Trdp  XpY)[i,v6v  T£[XVW  TTOpOV,  oIS'  OTt,  piTtTW 

TrdvTa  xu^ov  X£9aX7](;  ai^v  UTTEpGev  sfiv^g. 
dXXd  Ti  fjLoi  ttXeov  ectti';  ti  ydp;  Opaaix;,  7)8'  oTav  eXx.-/) 
TudvToa'  "Epcoi;,  dpy^jv  ou8'  ovap  oI8e  96[iov. 

V.  25 
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DARE 

Shall  we  for  ever  stealing  looks  of  fire 

Fling  covert  glances  thus  with  bated  breath? 

Nay,  tell  aloud  our  loves;  and  if  we  fail 

Of  those  soft  claspings,  where  pain  vanisheth, 

The  sword  shall  bring  deliverance.  Better  far 
One  lot  together,  be  it  life  or  death. 


SECRET  LOVE 

How  long  these  stolen  kisses,  signs,  and  play 
Of  starveling  glances,  when  no  watcher  heeds? 

How  long  these  fruitless  whispers,  and  delay 
Yoked  with  delay,  while  love  but  idly  speeds? 

We  linger,  and  we  waste  the  bloom  away; 

Ere  youth  is  gone,  then,  crown  our  words  with  deeds. 


DANGER 

When  in  the  morn  I  lean  upon  her  breast, 

At  morn,  or  when  the  sun  sinks  in  the  west, 

I  know  I  walk  o'er  gulfs  that  yawn  below, 

I  stake  my  life  upon  one  single  throw. 

So  be  it:  wheresoever  love  may  steer. 

The  brave  man  moves  without  one  dream  of  fear. 
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ATAGIOT  MTPINAIOT  DXOAAHTIKOT 

riaaav  iyoi  t-/)v  vuxTa  xtvi)po(jLar  euxe  S'  kniW-fi 

6pQpoc,  ^Xivuaai  ^xixpa  /apiJ^(j(i,evoi;, 
(X\i<pnitpizp\)^rj\jc5i  /eXi86ve(;,  Iq  8s  (jle  Saxpu 

PaXXouatv,  YXuxep6v  x(o(jLa  Tcapcoaafxevat. 
6[i,[j(.aTa  Se  aTaXaovra  cpuXaaaerai.'  y]  8s  'PoSdcvGyji; 

auOtc;  i[ioXc,  aripvoiQ  cppowiq  ixvoLaxpicpzzixi. 
CO  90ovepal  TrauaaaOe  XaX-/)Tpt8£(;'  ou  yap  lyoiye 

TYjv  OiXo^YjXeiTjv  yXcoaaav  d7reOp(,aa[j(.'Ajv. 
dcXX'  "ItuXov  xXatotTE  xax'  oupsa,  xal  yoaoixe 

eii;  enoTzoc,  xpavayjv  auXiv  icpe'Qoy.evoLi, 
Patov  t'va  xvcoaaoifjtev  tcoic,  8i  tic,  ''q^zi  oveipo;;, 

6c,  y.e  'Po8av6eiot.(;  -K'rf/ZGV^  ajj-cpipdcXot. 

V.  237 


ATAeiOT  SXOAALTIKOY 

El  cpiXeeit;,  [xyj  TidcfXTiav  uTTOxXaaGevxa  /aXaaCTYjc 

Oufxov  okioQr\priq  z^itikzov  IxeaiYjt;. 
dXXd  Tt  xal  cppovloic;  oTsyavcoTepov,  oaaov  epuaoat, 

69pua(;,6aaov  ISeTv  pX£(jL(jLaTt,  cpeiSopt-svcp. 
Ipyov  ydp  ti  yuvai^lv  uTrepcptaXouf;  dOepi^stv, 

xal  xaTaxayxd^ELv  twv  dyav  olxTpoTaTcov. 
xetvo?  8'  IgtIv  dptaTOt;  epcoTtxoc;,  6q  TdSe  (Ai^ei 

oIxTov  e/cov  oXiyy)  ^uvov  dyvjvopiT). 

V.  216 
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THE  SWALLOWS 
I  wail  through  all  the  watches  of  the  night; 
And  when  the  morning  comes  with  brief  delight, 
The  swallows  chirp  around  me  in  despite. 

I  weep:  for  they  despoil  me  of  my  rest: 
Tears  hold  my  eyes  awakened,  and  my  breast 
Is  filled  with  thoughts  of  her  my  heart  loves  best. 

Ah!  spiteful  chatterers!  cease  your  evil  spell. 
I  did  not  cleave  the  tongue  of  Philomel. 
Go,  mourn  for  Itys  in  some  mountain  dell, 

Or  in  some  rocky  glen  the  king-bird  charms, 

That  I  may  sleep  awhile  without  alarms. 

And  dream  my  true  love  winds  me  in  her  arms. 


LOVE  AND  PRIDE 

In  love  sink  not  the  broken  spirit  low, 

Nor  voice  a  woeful  plaint  with  trembling  nerve: 
But  keep  your  thought  more  covert,  just  to  show 

A  lift  of  brow,  a  glance  of  some  reserve. 
'Tis  woman's  art  the  haughty  to  forefend 

And  over-doleful  wooers  to  deride. 
He  prospers  best  in  love  who  both  can  blend, 

And  sue  for  pity  with  a  touch  of  pride. 
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ASKAHniAAOY 

'DetSf]  TcapGEvtr^g*  xal  xi  nXiov;  ou  yap  kc,  "AtSr^v 
i:X0oua'  euprjaet?  t6v  cptXeovxa,  x6pY). 

ev  J^cooTat  xa  TepTrva  xa  KuTTptSo?'  ^v  S' '  A/epovxt 
6ax£a  xal  aTroSor),  TiapOlvE,  xeta6(ji,e6a. 

V.  85 


POTOINOT 

'  Apvetxat  xov  epcoxa  MekiaciOLQ,  aXXa  to  acofjia 
xfxpayev,  cot;  PcXewv  8e^a[jt£vov  9ap£Tp-/)v. 

xal  ^(xcsic,  aaxaxeouaa,  xal  dcaxaxot;  &cQ[Ioltoc,  opiJi'/j, 
xal  xoTXat,  [BXecpapwv  Io-pj-kziq  ^(koizq. 

aXXa,  116001,,  rrpot;  [iriTpbc,  e0aT£9avou  Ku0ep£^/)(;, 
9X£^aT£  T7]v  amQri,  [iiy^pi<;  ipeX,  OX£Y0[i.at.. 

V.  87 


AIGNTSIOT  200IST0T 

'H  xa  p68a,  po86£aaav  iyeic,  /apiv  aX)va  xt  rcoiXzXc, 
aauxYjv,  TQ  xa  p68a,  Yje  auva[Ji96xEpa ; 

V.  81 
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RELENT 

Why  so  coy  and  unforgiving? 

None  shall  love  thee  in  the  tomb. 
Love's  delight  is  with  the  living, 

Dust  and  ashes  after  doom. 


MELISSIAS 
Melissias  knows  not  love,  while  in  amaze 

I  groan  as  stricken  with  a  thousand  darts. 
My  footsteps  totter  and  my  breathing  sways, 

While  on  my  hollow  eyes  each  arrow  smarts. 
O  Passion,  child  of  Cythereia,  turn 
Her  heart,  and  fire  it  till  she  cry  'I  burn.' 


ROSES 
Roses?  and  you  are  graceful  as  the  rose. 

I  wonder  whether 
Roses  for  sale  or  your  own  self  you  pose, 

Or  both  together? 
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nATAOY  XlAENTIAPIOr 

El  xal  TTjXoT^pco  Mep67](;  Te6v  l'xvo<;  ipzlaciQ, 

TZTfivhQ  "Eptot;,  7CTY)v6v  yceici  [it  ^axe  9^petv. 
ti  xal  kq  dvToXtir)v  Tzpbc,  6(i,6xpoov  I'^eai  'Hco, 

Tiei^bc,  apLETprjTOic;  z^o[i(x.i  iv  azcc8loiq. 
el  Se  Tt  aot  cttsXXco  [iuOiov  yepa?,  I'XaOi,,  xoupYj" 

slq  csk  OaXaaaalr)  touto  9epet  Hoirpii), 
xaXXei  vixYjOeTaa  tcou  /pocx;  l[ji£p6evT0(;, 

TO  Trplv  £71*  ayXatT)  Odpao?  dT:coaa(i,£vr). 

V.  301 

ASKAHniAAOT 

AuTOu  (JLot.  CTT^cpavot,  Tcapd  StxXtai  TataSe  xpeptaaxol 
^i[jLveT£,  [XT]  7TpoTC£Tco<;  9uXXa  Ttvaoadji-evot., 

ou(;Saxpuoi(;xaT£pp£^a*xdTO(i.[3paydp6(i.[i.aT'lpcL)VT(oV 
dXX*  6t'  dvoiYO(ji,£Vir](;  auT6v  I'Syjte  Gupy)(;, 

ord^aG'  UTT^p  xeooLkriq  efjiov  u£t6v,  ojc;  dv  a(ji£i.vov 
Yj  ^avOv)  Y£  xoptY]  Td[xd  ttIy^  Sdxpua. 

V.  145 

POYOINOY 

'Yt|;ouTai  *PoS67r7)  tc)  xdXXsi'  k^v  noie  x^"^?^ 
eiTTO),  Tat(;  ao^ccpaic,  69puaiv  Y)a7idaaT0. 

i]v  TTOTS  xal  aT£9dvou(;-TCpo0upcov  uTiEp  exxp£txdaco(i,ai, 
opyiaGelaa  tzolzzi  TOtt;  aoPapott;  txveaiv. 

<£>  puTiSet;,  xal  yrjpa^;  dvYjX££^,  eXOete  Odaaov. 
OTTEuaaTE,  xdv  u[j.si<;  TTslaaTE  ttjv  'PoSdTrvjv. 

V.92 
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PURSUIT  OF  LOVE 
Beyond  far  Meroe  though  your  footsteps  bend, 

Winged  Eros,  take  me,  wing  me  to  that  place: 
Or  eastward  if  toward  rosy  dawn  you  wend, 

Afoot  the  unmeasured  stages  will  I  trace. 
And  you,  dear  maid,  my  sea-gift  kindly  own 

Which  Paphos'  sea-born  Queen  in  homage 
brings. 
Now  by  your  conquering  beauty  overthrown 

And  robbed  of  all  her  proud  imaginings. 

FLOWERS 
Hang  there,  above  her  chamber  door,  fair  flowers 
Drenched  with  my  tears — Love's  eyes  are  full  of 

showers, — 
Yet  shake  ye  not  your  leaves  at  random  hours. 

Wait  while  she  lifts  the  latchet  and  outpeers, 
Then  rain  ye  drops  of  sorrow,  as  she  nears, 
And  make  her  golden  tresses  drink  my  tears. 

PROUD  RHODOPE 

High  in  the  pride  of  beauty,  scarce  she  deigns 
With  haughty  mien  to  own  my  greeting  given: 

The  wreath  I  hang  above  her  door  with  pains 
In  scorn  beneath  her  haughty  feet  is  riven. 

Come,  then,  with  furrowed  cheek,  remorseless  eld, 
Hasten,  and  let  her  pride  by  thee  be  quelled. 
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ATAGIOY  SXOAASTIKOT 

'11  Trapog  dcyXatrjat  [izzixpaioc,,  rj  7rXoxa(jLLSa(; 

aeiO[iivri  ttXextocc;,  xal  aofiapeuo(i.£v7), 
y)  (i.eyaXaux'icracra  xaO'  •/jii.eT^prjt;  (jiEXsStovyjc;, 

Y'/)pai  ^lxvwStq^;  tyjv  Trplv  acpy^KS  X'^P^'^- 
\Ji(x.L,oc,  uttexX^vOt),  Tusaov  6(ppue(;,  6[jL(ia  rix'/jxTai, 

XetXea  (Ba[i.pa(v£(,  Q0£y(jiaTi,  y'/JpaX^w- 
T7)v  TToXtYjv  xaXiro  N£[i,eat.v  n60ou,  otti  Stxti^ei 
evvo[i,a,  TaTc  aopapat*;  Oaaaov  i-n:epxo[J.ivr,. 

V.  273 
lOTAIANOT  APO  THAPXQN  AirTHTOT 
'I[j(.£pTY]  Maptv;  (ji£yaX[^£Tai'  dcXXa  [lexiXdoic, 

XEivvjc;,  7r6Tva  A^xy),  x6(i.7T:ov  ay'A]vopt7)C" 
[jly)  Oavaxtp,  ^aatXEia'  t6  S'  £{i,7raXtv,  I?  Tpt^a?  ^^oi 

yrjpaoc;,  £(;  puTiSa?  axXirjpov  I'xotTO  pedoQ. 
xtaetav  TcoXial  xaSe  Saxpua*  xaXXot;  \)T:6a-/Qi 
diux'/j?  a(i.7TXaxi7]v,  aiTtov  afi-TuXaxiY)!;. 

V.  298 
HATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

*0  Opaaix;,  ucj^auxvjv  t£,  xal  6cpp\)oi.<;  eiq  Sv  ayetpcov 

xElxai  TrapSevixYJc  Traiyviov  aSpav^og" 
6  Tiplv  uTTEpPaaty)  Soxecov  ty)v  TraiSa  xaXsTTTEiv, 

au~6?  u7To8[i.y]0£lc  IXTctSo?  £xt6(;  i^'ri- 
yccci  p  6  [JLEV  tXEGtotat,  rcEawv  0y]XuvETat,  otxTott;' 

r]  §£  xax'  c90aXtjLcov  apaEva  [j,7Jvtv  iyei. 
7rap0£VE  0u[xoX£at,va,  xal  eI  j(6Xov  evSixov  aI0Ei;. 

aSEaaov  ayv^voptyjv,  Eyyu(;l'8'  s?  NEfXEOtv. 

V.  300 
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DISDAIN  AND  RETRIBUTION 
Once  proud  in  lofty  splendour,  with  her  head 

Tossing  its  plaited  locks:  of  haughty  mien, 
And  scorning  all  my  love  discomfited: 

Now  age  has  stolen  her  charm,  and  left  her  lean. 
Breast  sunken,  drooping  brows,  her  eyes  are  dull, 

And  her  lips  babble  with  the  lisp  of  eld. 
Time  hies  with  righteous  doom  to  disannul 

The  sovran  pride  of  those  who  love  repelled. 

MARY 

Vain  is  beloved  Mary:  so  I  pray 

Let  sovereign  justice  chase  her  vaunting  pride; 
Yet  not  to  death,  but  turn  her  hair  to  grey 

And  wrinkles  down  her  withered  cheek  divide. 
May  age  avenge  my  tears,  and  beauty's  sin 
Be  visited  on  the  soul  it  sinned  within. 

PARTS  REVERSED. 

His  bold  uplifted  head,  his  frowning  pride, 

Lies  low,  the  plaything  of  a  tender  maid: 
And  he  whose  scorn  the  child  could  ill  abide 

Is  tamed  and  outcast  from  all  hope  of  aid. 
He  plays  the  woman,  whines,  and  bites  the  dust, 

While  she  dons  manly  rage  with  kindling  eye. 
Maid  of  the  lion  heart!  though  wrath  be  just. 

Abate  your  scorn — for  Time's  revenge  is  nigh. 
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AAESnOTON 

EtO'(5tve[xo(;  Yev6(jiT)v,  ctu  St  St]  areiy ouaa  Trap*  auy^c 
OTTjOea  YV)(jtva)aat<;,  xal  (xe  Trv^ovxa  Xoi^oiq. 

V.  83 

AAAO 

Et0e  p6Sov  YevoiXYjv  u7T:o7r6p9upov,  69pa  (jt,e  yepatv 
dpaa[x£v7]  ^^aptayj  aryjOsai  xt-C''^£^i'Q- 

V.  84 


POTOINOT.  ol  Sk  nAAAAAA 
AAEHANAPEQS 
n^fXTTO)  oot,  *Po86xX£ta,  t68s  ati(^oq,  (5cv0eat  xaXot? 

auT6(;  09'  ruizripoiiq  7TX£^a[ji£V0(;  tzolaoliiccic,. 
^OTt,  xptvov,  poSsv]  T£  xocXu^,  voT£py)  t'  (Jcvsucbv/), 

xat  vapxiaao;;  uypog,  xal  xuavauy^?  i-'ov. 
Tauxa  aTEtj^afjiEv/],  Xrj^ov  (xeYaXauxo(;  eouaa* 

avOet?  xal  Xtqysi?  >^al  aij  xal  6  cyT£9avoc. 

V.  74 

MAPKOT  APPENTAPIOY 

'laioLQ  rjSu7rv£uaT£,  xal  el  S£xaxiq  (lupov  octSek;, 
£Ypeo,  xal  Bi^oLi  '/z?^'^  (pikccic,  aT£9avov, 

6v  vuv  (jL£v  GaXXovTa,  {i,apa(,v6{JL£VOV  Bh  TzpoQ  i^ai 
o^ieat,  u(xeT£py)(;  au[i,[3oXov  ^^XtxiTjc;. 

V.  118 
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A  WISH 
When  around  thee  the  sunbeams  are  shaken, 

And  thou  barest  thy  breast, 
Would  I  were  the  wind  to  be  taken 

To  breathe  there  at  rest! 

A  WISH 
O  were  I  only  a  rose 

By  thy  hand  caressed. 
My  red  leaves  laid  in  repose 

On  the  snow  of  thy  breast! 

A  WREATH 

I  send  a  wreath  of  comely  flowers  to  thee 
That  mine  own  fingers  did  together  twine: 

Lily  and  rosebud  and  anemone, 
Fresh  daffodils  and  dewy  eglantine. 

Crown  thee: — but  end  thy  proud  disdain  of  me: 
Flowers  have  their  time  to  fade,  and  thou  hast 
thine. 

AN  OFFERING 
Sweet-breathing  lady,  from  thy  scented  bowers, 
Though  tenfold  incense  wrap  thy  sleeping  hours, 
Awake,  and  take  with  kindly  hand  my  flowers. 

My  wreath,  that  blossoms  now  at  eventide, 
Shall  wither  ere  the  morning  watch  is  cried, 
Fit  emblem  of  thy  youth  and  beauty's  pride! 

23 


LOVE    POEMS 

nAYAOY  SIAENTIAPIOT 

EISov  iydi  TzoOiovxccc,'  utc'  SltXtitoio  8k  Xuacnr)? 

S7)p6v  iv  aXkf]koic,  /etXea  7nr)^a(jLEV0t, 
01)  x6pov  el/ov  £pwTO(;  &(peiMoc,'  [i\xe\)Oi  8i, 

el  OefjLtt;,  aXXirjXcov  Su(i,£va(.  ^t;  xpaSt'^v, 
afjLrpaatyjc;  8oov  6aaov  uTreTtpTJOvov  dcvayxvjv, 

aXXifjXcov  (jiaXaxotf;  9ap£CTiv  ^aadcfxevot. 
xal  ^'  6  [ik\f  -^jv  xtXyji  'ATravetxeXo?,  oloc,  iy.ziyoQ 

Tcov  AuxofjLTQSelcov  ^vSov  Stjv  0aXa(jLcov. 
xoupY]  S'  apYU9£Y](;  £7riYouv(So(;  6c/pt  /iTcova 

Cco<Ta(i,£vY],  ^Jot^Yjc;  ElSog  dcTTETrXaaaTO. 
xal  TTOtXtv  -yipifjpEiaTO  toc  )(£^X£a,  Yuio[B6pov  yap 

eT^ov  dX(097)T0u  XtpLov  epcofiaviy]!;. 
peta  tk;  ri[izpi8oQ  azekixfi  8uo  au{ji.7rXoxa  Xuaet, 

aTpsTTTa,  7roXu)^povicp  TrXeyfjiaTi  (TU[i.cpU£a, 
7^  x£tvou<;  9tX£0VTa<;,  utt'  avT(.7r6poiCTt  t'  ayoaToig 

uypa  7t£pt.7rX£yS-/]v  a^iEa  Sy]aa{jt,svou(;. 
Tplc,  [xaxap,  oc^Toioiai,  91X7),  SeCTfjioTatv  kXi'/Qf)' 

Tpic,  (j(,axap*  aXX'  YjfJiETt;  civBixoc  xat6(i,£0a. 

V.  255 

MEAEATFOT 
""Hv  £(;t8co  0r]pcova,  xa  TuavG'  opto.  t^v  Ss  Ta  Travra 
pX£t];ci,  TovSs  §£  (jtY),  Ta(jL7raXiv  ouSev  opco. 

XII.  60 
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LOVE  AND  ENVY 

I  saw  two  lovers  in  mad  passion  strive: 
In  one  long  kiss  their  lips  together  clung: 
Nor  could  they  take  their  fill,  but  closer  flung, 

Each  fain  within  the  other's  soul  to  dive. 

Their  holden  speech  found  sweet  reliefs  at  need, 
While  each  the  other's  raiment  did  enfold, — 
He  like  Achilles,  when  he  passed  of  old 

For  maiden,  in  the  halls  of  Lycomede; 

She,  draped  and  looped  her  snowy  knee  above. 
Stood  like  a  marble-moulded  Artemis; 
And  still  their  lips  fixed  straining  in  a  kiss 

For  hunger  of  their  quenchless  fainting  love. 

Sooner  two  writhed  and  twisted  vines  unweave 
Their  tight  growth  tangled  with  the  grip  of  years 
Than  aught  shall  sunder  these  two  loving  feres, 

Or  loose  their  lacing  arms  that  twine  and  cleave. 

Thrice  happy  they,  inwoven  heart  to  heart, 

While  thou  and  I,  my  love,  are  burning  far  apart! 


LOVE  UNIVERSAL 

Mine  eyes  view  all  the  world. 
Beholding  thee: 

Without  thee,  view  the  world 
And  cannot  see. 
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nAAT^NOS  TOY  OIAOSGOOT 

Oupav6c;,  oiq  7roXXoT<;  6(i.(i,aaiv  e^i;  ak  {iXiizoi. 

VII.  669 


nAATaNOS  TOY  OIAOSOcDOY 

vuv  Bk  Oavwv  Xa(jL7ret.(;  "Ea;i:epo£;  ^v  (f)Qi\xivoic,. 

VII.  670 


MEAEATPOY 

'Evt6(;  liiriq  xpaStYjc;  ty]v  euXaXov  'HXioScopav 

tj^uxV  T^(;  4'^X^'^  auTot;  eTrXacrcTev  "Epco^. 

V.  155 


POYOINOY 

"OyLyLOCTOL  (xev  xp^''Cyeia,  xal  uaXoeaaa  Trapeir], 
xal  ax6[icc  nopc^xjpiriq  TepTTvoxepov  xaXuxo?, 

Seip'/]  XoyStveY),  xal  aTYjOea  [jt.ap[jt.atpovTa, 
xal  TToSet;  apyupsv^c;  XeuxoTspot,  OstlSo?. 

el  8s  Ti  xal  TrXoxafxTai  8"ia(TTtX{3ouaiv  axavGat, 
T^(;  Xeux7J(;  xaXapiTgi;  ouSsv  eTrtdTp^cpofxat. 

V.  48 
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AT  NIGHT 

Thine  eyes  are  fixed  upon  the  starry  skies, 

Thou  star  of  mine! 
Would  I  were  heaven  with  multitudinous  eyes 

To  gaze  on  thine. 

LODESTAR 

Among  the  living  as  the  Star  of  Dawn 

You  shone  afar: 
Now  shine  you  in  the  realm  of  death  withdrawn 

As  Evening  Star. 

IN  THE  HEART 

Love's  own  handiwork  hath  moulded 
Lady  Sunbeam  in  my  heart, 

Soul  within  my  soul  enfolded 

By  the  cunning  of  Love's  art. 

A  FAIR  WOMAN 

A  face  like  crystal,  eyes  like  gold  aglow. 
Lips  sweeter  than  the  red  rose  on  the  tree, 

A  neck  of  marble,  breasts  of  shining  snow. 
And  fair  feet  whiter  than  the  silver  sea: 

Her  locks  a  fleck  like  thistle-down  may  show: 
But  such  a  harvest-sign  is  nought  to  me. 
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noEEiAinnoY.  v^  axikahriaaot 

AuTol  Tyjv  ocTTaXv^v  E[pr)vtov  elSov  "Epcoxef;, 

K{)T:pi8oc,  iy.  /puaEcov  Ipx^jxevoi  OaXa(i,(ov, 
^x  Tpi,;(6(;  axpt-  ttoScov  tepov  OaXog,  ola  xe  XuySou 

yXuTTTT^v,  TrapOevlcov  PpiOojaev^v  /apLTcov. 
xal  TToXXoix;  T6Te  xep^^v  ett'  -/jiOsotaLv  6taT0u<; 
t6^ou  7Top9up£y]<;  ^xav  0:9'  ap7Te86v7)q. 

V.  194 
MEAEATPOY 
Al  Tpiaaal  XaptTsc;  Tpi,aa6v  aTecpavcofjia  auveuvqc 

Zr]V09iXa,  xpiaaac;  au[jL[3oXa  xaXXoauvag' 
a  [JLEV  IttI  xP^'^^?  0£[jt,£va  ttoOov,  cx  8'  ettI  [jLop9a(; 

I'fxepov,  a  8k  X6yoi(;  t6  yXuxufjtuOov  ^tio;;. 
xpiGOOLKiq  £uSa[(i.cov,  3c<;  xai  KuTTpig  cottXictsv  euvav, 
xal  net-Gw  [jLuOout;,  xal  yXuxu  xaXXo(;  "Epcoi;. 

V.  195 
nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0Y 
OuT£  poSov  aT£(pav(ov  £7rt,S£ij£Ta!,,  ouT£  au  ttettXcov, 

OUTS  XtOopXyjTcov,  Troxvta,  XExpu^aXwv, 
fxapyapa  ariq  XpotTjg  a7roX£t7r£Tai,  ou8^  xofxi^Et 

XpUCTOi;  (XTTEXTT^TOU  CTY]?  Tpi.)(6<;  (xyXatiQV 
'IvScoY]  S'  uaxiv0O(;  £j(£(,  xo^pt-"^  al'OoTuoi;  al'yX7;(;, 

dXXa  T£cov  XoyaScov  ttoXXov  acpaupoxEpyjv. 
XetX£a  Si:  SpoaoEVTa,  xal  v)  (i.£Xi9upT0i;  £X£tv7) 

7^0£Oi;  appLovLY],  XEaTot;  £90  na9tY]c;. 
TouTotg  TTocatv  £ya)  xaTaSa(jLvajjLaf  6(i.(i,aai  [jlouvok; 
0£Xyo(i,at,  oI(;  sXttIc;  [i,£iXi}(0(;  evStdcEt,. 

V.  270 
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A  VISION 

From  Cypris'  golden  chambers  as  they  flew 
The  Loves  beheld  my  lady's  dainty  face, 

From  head  to  foot  one  bloom,  her  form  as  true 
As  sculptured  marble,  full  of  maiden  grace. 

Then  streams  of  arrows  from  their  rosy  string 

Their  faery  fingers  launched  on  her  to  wing. 

A  TRIPLE  CROWN 

Three  crowns  for  her  the  Graces  Three  have  willed 
In  sign  of  threefold  beauty,  one  from  each, 

For  charm  of  face,  for  lure  of  shapely  build, 
And  for  melodious  music  of  her  speech. 

Thrice  happy,  whom  for  wedlock  Cypris  tyres, 

Whose  voice  makes  music,  and  whose  beauty  fires. 

BEAUTY  UNADORNED 
No  need  upon  the  rose-tree  flowers  to  bind, 

Nor  robes  on  thee,  nor  jewelled  tiar,  my  queen. 
Thy  limbs  are  shining  pearl,  and  gold  refined 

Cannot  adorn  your  waving  tresses'  sheen. 
No  flashing  orient  gem  can  match  in  you 

The  light  which  sparkles  from  that  lustrous  eye. 
Yours  is  the  magic  girdle — lips  of  dew, 

And  winning  ways  of  honeyed  harmony. 
I  faint:  with  charms  like  these  I  cannot  cope, 
Save  for  your  cheering  smile,  where  bideth  kindly 

hope. 
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UATAOY  2IAENTIAP10T 
Mr;x£Ti  tk;  TTTifj^eie  7r60ou  [ieXoc;'  loB6x't)v  yap 

elc,  iyih  Xa^pot;  "Epoi^  I^ex^wctev  6X-/]v. 
\i-^  TtTEpuycov  Tpofji^oi  Tic;  iTrvjXuatv  £^6t£  yap  [xot 

Xa^  ^TTtPat;  aT^pvoit;  7ny.p6v  ^Tnrj^s  7r68a, 

aaTE[X9")f](;,  ocSovtjtoc;  Evs^sTat,  ouS^  piET^aTT), 

elq  iyik  aut^uytvjv  x£tpa(jLevo(;  Trxepuycov. 

V.  268 
OIAOAHMOY 

^^xh  l^ot.  TTpoXEyst  cpEuysLv  7r66ov  'HXioSwpai;, 

Saxpua  xal  "Cjikouq  zoxjq  Trplv  ^7rt,CTTa[i.£V'/). 
9Y]ai  [jLev  dcXXa  cpuysTv  ou  ptot  adivoQ'  q  yap  avao^Tjc; 

auTY]  xal  TrpoXsys!,,  xal  TrpoXeyouaa  9t,X£T. 

V.  24 
ATAGIOT  SXOAASTIKOT 
EtteuScov  eL  9t.X£Et  (i,E  (jtaGEiv  eucotti.?  'EpEuGw, 

TTEtpasOV  xpaStTQV  TrXaafiaT!,  XEpSaXECo' 
[37]ao(jLat  iq  ^eivtjv  Ttva  ttou  ^Qova*  (xifi-VE  Se  xoupy^ 

apTiTC0(;,  y)pi£T£pou  ptvTJaTiv  £5(ouaa  ttoOou. 
7)  Se  (i.£ya  aTova^YjaE  xal  v^XaTo,  xal  t6  7rp6CTco7i;ov 

ttX^^s,  xal  euttXextou  ^oxpuv  £pY)^£  x6yL7]q, 
yicci  [IE  {jLsvEtv  IxETEuasv  lyw  Ss  Tig  oiq  Ppa8u7r£t,07)(; 

OpLpLaTl  0pUUTO[jt£V(p  GUyxaTEVEOCTa  [JLOVOV 

■6X^10:;  £(;  7r60ov  Elptt"  to  yap  (j-Evsatvov  dvuaaai 
TiavTcot;,  Etc;  {jtEyaXvjv  touto  SsScoxa  X'^P^^- 

V.  287 
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LOVE  IMMOVABLE 

Before  Love's  shafts  let  none  hereafter  cower — 
For  on  me  all  his  quiver  hath  he  spent — 

Nor  dread  his  swooping  wings:  for  from  that  hour 
When  on  my  breast  his  foot  did  firmly  dent, 

Unmoved,  unwavering,  there  he  stands  and  clings, 

Never  again  to  stir  his  folded  wings. 

A  DIVIDED  MIND 

My  heart  forewarns  me  to  forsake  the  quest, 
Knowing  the  olden  tears  and  ruined  rest. 
Forsake  the  quest  I  cannot:  love  returns: 
My  heart  forewarns,  but  warns  me  false-and  burns. 

TEST  OF  LOVE 

Yearning  to  know  how  with  my  love  I  stood, 

Proof  of  her  heart  with  gulling  words  I  made:  — 
'I  am  about  to  travel:  keep  you  good, 

Nor  let  remembrance  of  our  friendship  fade.' 
Crying  aloud  she  smote  her  face  and  reeled. 

And  the  trim  cluster  of  her  locks  she  rent, 
Beseeching  me  to  stay.  As  slow  to  yield, 

I  turn  a  doubting  eye  and  nod  consent. 
Good  luck  is  mine:  since  what  I  longed  for  most 
To  grant  of  my  good  favour  I  made  boast. 
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ATAeiOr  XIXOAALTIKOT 

TT^pav  TY)^  Tz6'Xeoi<;  8i(x.yovxoq  Sia  ra  Xuat(jia  tcov  v6(ji<*)v 
uTC0(i,vir)aTix6v  Tze[i(pOk-^  7rp6(;  IlauXov  StXevTidcptov. 

'EvOaSe  (jL^v  xXoaouaa  xeOyjX^Tt  PtoXog  6pa(i.vw 

9uXXa8o(;  euxapTrou  tzolgolv  ^Set^e  /aptv 
evOaSs  8e  xXa^ouatv  utto  axt,£pat(;  xuTrapiaaoiq 

6pvt,0e(;  Spoaepcov  (jLVjT^pEf;  opraXCx^v 
xal  Xtyupov  Poji-Peuatv  axavOtSec;*  •/)  8'  oXoXuywv 

Tpu^Et,  TpTQ^aXeatt;  IvStaouaa  pdcToti;. 
aXXa  Tt  (jLOi  Tcov  "JjSoi;,  inel  aio  (xGOov  dcxouetv 

r^GeXov  r]  X!.0ap7](;  xpouafxaTa  A-/;Xt.aSo<;; 
xai  yLOi  BiGobq  ipaq  TrepixiSvaTai."  el(;opaav  yap 

xal  ah  (jt.axap  ttoOsco,  xal  yXuxepyjv  Sa(ji,aXi,v, 
■^(;  [jte  ■n:epiayL\)xo\ici  (i,eXY;S6v£(;.    aXXa  (jls  0£CT[jloI 

el'pyouatv  paBivri<;  ryjXoGt,  SopxaXtSo^;. 

V.  292 
HAYAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 
dcvTiypa90v  inl  tt)  aux^  uTroOeaet  Trpo?  tov  91X0V  'Aya6tav 

©eafjiov  "Epco;;  oux  oISs  Piyjfxaxot;,  ouSe  tic;  (5cXX-/] 

avepa  V0CT9t^£i,  izpri^ic,  ep(o[jt,aviir](;. 
ei  Be  ae  QzaiiOTzoXoio  [xeXt^Sovoc;  epyov  epuxet, 

oux  apa  aoic,  azipvoic,  Xa,8pO(;  Evsartv  epco?. 
TTOioi;  epcoc;,  ots  (Batog  aXoi;  Tropot;  olSs  [xspi^stv 

aov  xpoot  TTapOevixTJt;  tt^XoOev  uyLZzep'riq', 
v/]x6v{jL£V0(;  AeiavSpoc;  octov  xpdcTOf;  eaxlv  epojTcov 

SsLXVuev,  evvu^iou  xi)[jt.aTO(;  oux  dXsycov 
ool  Se,  9tXo(;,  Trapsaat,  xal  oXxaSsc;.  aXXa  Gafii^si? 

^aXXov  'A0Y]vaiy],  KuTipLv  dTTcocrafxevof;. 
0£a[xou<;  IlaXXat;  e^^i,  Tloccpit]  7r60ov.  eiTre,  Ttc;  dvr^p 

elv  evl  0Y]T£UCTet,  IlaXXdSt  xal  UoLc^iri; 

V.  293 
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AGATHIAS  IN  EXILE  TO  PAUL  THE 
SILENTIARY 

The  grass  is  green,  buds  on  the  bushes  throng, 

The  glory  of  the  leaf  is  on  the  wood: 
Birds  in  the  shady  cypress  ply  their  song, 

Tending  the  dewy  nestlings  of  their  brood: 
The  finches  twitter  shrill:  the  turtle-dove 

Coos  from  the  shelter  of  his  leafy  choir. 
Yet  what  avail  these  charms?  for  I  would  love 

To  hear  your  voice  far  more  than  Delos'  lyre. 
Two  loves  there  are  upon  me.  Would  I  saw 

You  once  again,  you  and  my  dear  gazelle, 
Sad  thoughts  of  whom  devour  me:  but  the  law 

Constrains  me  far  from  my  two  loves  to  dwell. 


PAUL'S  REPLY 
Love  knows  no  law  but  force:  there  is  no  scheme 

That  brings  a  man  release  from  passion's  sway. 
If  law  withholds  you — is  your  cult  and  dream — 

Then  in  your  heart  wild  passion  never  lay. 
Is  that  love,  when  a  narrow  sea  divides 

And  keeps  you  from  your  dear  maid  far  apart? 
Think  how  Leander  swam  the  nightly  tides, 

And  taught  the  power  of  passion  in  the  heart; 
While  you  with  ships  all  ready  yet,  in  scorn 

Of  Cypris,  own  Athene's  beck  and  call. 
One  is  for  Law,  one  Passion:  can  man  born 

Serve  Pallas,  yet  to  Paphos'  Queen  be  thrall? 
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AAESnOTON 

eliz  TTocXiv  ^avGai?  elSov,  dcvaoaa,  xdfxatq, 
tav]  an'  ayicpoxipoiv  Xa(i,7ret  X'^pit;.    '?)  pa  ye  TauTai? 
Gpi^l  auvotxy;aei,  xal  TroXiyjatv  "Epwc;. 

V.  26 

AIGSKOPIAOY 

'Exfjiabei  x^^^'^Q  M-^  po86xpoa,  7TotxiX6(jLu0a, 

(jiuxoTaxTj  aT6(i,aT0<;  vexxap^ou  7rp66upa, 
xal  yX^jvat  Xaaiaiatv  utt'  ocppuatv  daTpaTiTouaat, 

aTrXay/vcov  "yifXETepcov  SiXTua  xal  7rayt8e(;, 
xal  (jia^ol  yXayoevTst;,  £uCuy£(;,  l(ji£p6£VT£i;, 

£U9U££(;,  TraaTjg  T£p7rv6T£po!,  xaXuxog. 
aXXa  Tt  (jLTjvuco  xualv  6aT£a;  (jtaprupE?  eIctiv 

Ty](;  aOupoCTTOfxtr]?  ot  MiSeoi.  xaXa(jioi. 

V.  56 

MEAEATPOY 

' A8u  [jLeXoc;,  val  Ilava  tov  'ApxaSa,  ttt^xtlSl  (xeXttek;, 
ZYjvoqjiXa,  Xiyiav,  cxSu  xp£X£t(;  ii  [liloq. 

noX  as  cpuyw;  TravriQ  [X£  7r£pt,aT£txo^crtv  "EpcoTsc;, 
ou  8'  oaov  a[ji7rv£uaai,  (3at,6v  ecocti  xpovov. 

7^  yap  (jLOt,  (jLopcpa  pdcXXst  7r60ov,  ^  TraXi  [Jiouaa, 
ri  xapi-?,  V]  .  .  .  Tt  Xsyco;  Travra'  Tnjpl  (pXiyo[ica. 

V.  139 
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A  WOMAN'S  HAIR 

Whether  with  sable  sheen  thy  hair 
Flash  darkly,  or  glow  golden-fair, 
Amid  such  splendour  love,  I  know. 
Shall  linger  when  all  turns  to  snow. 

A  SECRET 

O  for  those  rosy  musical  lips  of  thine. 
Bewitching  doorway  of  that  mouth  divine; 
The  shadowy  lashes  of  thy  lightning  eyes. 
Where  snared  and  meshed  my  heart  a  captive  lies; 
And  that  full  breast,  where  matching  beauty  glows 
More  comely  and  more  winsome  than  the  rose! 
Yet  why  show  curs  the  quarry?  Midas'  reeds 
Tell  how  a  tongue  without  a  fastening  speeds. 

LOVE  AND  MUSIC 
Sweet  is  thy  song,  by  Pan  of  Arcady! 
Sweet  is  the  song  thou  singest  unto  me. 

Sweet  are  the  tones  thou  strikest  from  thy  lyre. 

O  whither  shall  I  flee?  on  every  side 
Compassed  by  countless  passions  I  abide, 
And  find  no  breath  of  rest  to  my  desire. 

Lo  ve  from  thy  beauty,  or  thy  song,  doth  fall. 
Or  from  thy  sweetness — nay,  from  all  in  all: 
Thy  love  doth  smite  me  and  I  burn  with  fire. 
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MAPKOT  APrENTAPIOT 

"Eyx^'-  Auai8[x/](;  xuaOout;  Biviv.,  ty;(;  Bk  TroGetvr^f; 

EucppavTY](;  Sva  (jloi,  Xarpt,  StSou  xuaOov. 
cpY]aet,(;  AuatStxirjv  (jle  9!.X£tv  tcX^ov  ou  (jLoc  t6v  rjSuv 

Bax/ov,  6v  ^v  rauTT)  Xa[ipo7roT(o  xuXixi. 
dXXa  {jLOt.  Eu9pavTY)  [xlcc  izpoc,  Ssxa*  xal  y^^P  ocTzeipovq 

aoT^pai;  Sv  (i.if)VY]<;  9£yyo<;  uTCepTiOeTai. 

V.  110 

MEAEAPPOT 
"HSt]  X£ux6iov  GdcXXet,  GaXXet.  Ss  ^iXoiJi^poi; 
vapxtaaof;,  OdcXXet  S'  oupeatcpoiTa  xpCva. 
■yjSr]  §'  Y)  9t.X£paaT0(;,  ev  avOeatv  ^ptfjiov  (5tv0o?, 

Zy]vocptXa  risiOouc;  yjSu  TsOr^Xc  poSov. 
Xsifjtwvec;,  tl  {jtaTata  x6[jiai.(;  etti  9atSpa  yeXaTe; 
a  yap  Tzcd(;  xpsaacov  cxSuttvoov  aTe9avcov. 

V.  144 


MEAEAPPOT 

'HSutJieXsic  MoOoat  auv  TnrjxTtSt,  xal  Xoyo;;  ^(i,9ptov 
auv  IlsiOot,  xal  "Epcot;  xaXcx;  59'  7)vi6xcp, 

Zy)V09LXa,  aol  cTxyJTrTpa  HoOcov  d7Tev£t.}xav,  eTret  aot. 
ai  Tpiaaal  Xocpiiec,  xpzXc,  sSoaav  /dpiTag. 

V.  140 
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EUPHRANTE 

Ten  cups  to  pledge  Lysidice  you  must  bear, 
But  only  one  for  dear  Euphrante  fill. 

You  think  I  love  Lysidice?  No,  I  swear 

By  Bacchus  and  that  cup  from  which  I  swill. 

Ten  others  are  but  one  against  my  maid, 

Like  countless  stars  by  moonlight  cast  in  shade. 

MY  ROSE 

Sweet  silver  snowdrops  bloom,  and  daffodils 
Bloom  as  befriending  rain  their  beauty  fills; 
Sweet  bloom  the  wandering  lilies  of  the  hills. 

Nay,  but  the  flower  of  all  that  fairest  shows, 

The  flower  that  love  befriends  and  passion  knows, 

Outblooms  their  bloom,  my  sweet  &  winning  rose! 

V/hy  then,  ye  fields,  aglow  with  laughter  stand? 
My  maid  is  brighter  than  the  brightest  band 
Of  sweetly  scented  flowers  that  crown  the  land. 

QUEEN 

Sweet  wisdom's  power,  the  Muses'  tuneful  lyre, 
Love  poised  above  his  Mother's  car  in  flight — 

These  crown  thee  sovran  queen  of  all  desire; 
For  in  thee  all  the  Graces'  gifts  unite. 
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MEAEATPOY 

'O  axicpoL'^oc,  Tzepl  xpaxi  [jLapatvexat '  YlXioSoipccc, 
aur/)  8'  iyXaiiTzei  too  arecpdcvou  a-vicpixvoc,. 

V.  143 
KAAAIMAXOT 

lioGocpec,  at  Xapizec,'  ttotI  yap  [xia  rate;  rptal  xeivai? 

(5cpTt,  7roT£7:XaCT0-Aj,  xv^tl  [i^poiai  voteT 
Euatcov  ev  Traatv  ocpi^oiXoc,  Bepevtxa, 

ac,  (XTsp  ou8'  auTal  xal  XapiTec  XapiT^c;. 

V.  146 
AAKAIOY 

*E/0aipca  Tov  "Epcoxa*    xi  yap  ^ap\JC,ooy.  inl  Oyjpac; 

opvuTat,  dXX'  £7u'  £(i.y]v  loPoXeT  xpa5'.7)v; 
Ti  ttXeov  £1  6£6(;  avSpa  xaTa9X£y£i;  t^  ti  to  ae{ivbv 
^fioiGOiq  (xn  eiiy]Q  (50Xov  e/ei  XEcpaXyj?; 

V.  10 
AAESnOTON 

Auto  to  Tzxjp  xauaEtv  Si^'ir)(i.£VO(;,  o^xoc,,  6  vuxTwp 

TOV  xaX6v  IpiEipcov  Xu^vov  avacpXoytaat., 
SeOp'  octt:'  £[i.7](;  4'^X^'^  a^^ov  aEXag'  £vSo0t  yap  [xoi 
xai,6(jL£vov  ttoXXyjv  £^av[7]at.  9X6ya. 

IX.  15 
ASKAHniAAOT 

N(,xap£TY)(;  TO  rEoGoiai,  (i£[3X7][jL£vov  y)Su  TrpoacoTTOv, 
TTuxva  Bi  \)^ik6cp(x>\f  9a!,v6[jL£vov  OupiScov, 

at  /apoTral  KX£09covto(;  ettI  7Tpo0i)pot(;  E(i.apavav, 
KuTTpt  91X7),  yXuxEpou  pX£[jL[i,aTO(;  aaTspoTrat. 

V.  153 
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THE  CROWN 

What  though  her  crown  of  flowers  is  dying  down? 
The  light  of  her  own  beauty  crowns  that  crown. 

BERENICE 

Four  are  the  Graces:  to  the  three  of  old 

One  more  is  joined.  For  gales  of  sweetest  myrrh 

So  breathe  around  that  form  of  glorious  mould, 
That  Graces  have  no  grace  apart  from  her. 

LOVE'S  ARROWS 

I  hate  the  Love  God:  for  his  arrows  shoot 
Not  in  the  chase,  but  hard  upon  my  heart. 

What  gain  to  wound  a  man?  ^A/hat  doth  it  boot 
To  plunder  and  to  smite  my  soul  apart? 

A  LIGHT 

What?  art  seeking  to  kindle  a  light  in  the  dark, 
Striving  to  set  thy  goodly  taper  afire? 

Come,  reach  hither  thy  lamp, and  catch  but  a  spark 
Out  of  my  heart  that  burns  with  a  blaze  of  desire. 

THE  CASEMENT 

Full  often  through  the  lofty  casement  peered 
Her  comely  face,  the  goal  of  all  desires. 

Now  by  her  lover's  flashing  eyes  'tis  seared, 
As  from  her  door  he  glances  lightning  fires. 
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nAYAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

'  Av^pa  XuaoTjTTipi  xuv6(;  pEpoXirjfxfvov  iw 

uSaai  Or^pet7)v  e[x6va  9aCTl  (iX£7iEiv. 
Xuaacowv  Ta/a  Tr(,xp6v  "Epcoc;  ^v^Tryj^ev  6S6vTa 

etc;  k[ii,  xal  (i,avtat(;  Gu{x6v  iX-/]'faaTo. 
orjv  yap  e|i.ol  xal  7r6vTO£;  ETrrjpaTov  elxova  cpatvci, 

xal  TTOxafxcov  Stvai,  xal  S^Tiac;  olvo)(66JV. 

V.  266 

HAYAOY  SIAENTIAPIOY 

Xpuayjc;  etpuaaaaa  fxtav  xptya  Awplc;  e0s[py)(;, 

ola  SopuxTrjTOut;  Syjgev  £[jl£u  7raXa(i.a(;. 
auxap  eyo)  t6  Trptv  [xev  Ixay/aoa,  Seajxa  Ttvdc^at 

AcoptSog  t[jL£pT7)<;  sujjLap^i;  ol6[jievo(;' 
ox;  8e  Siappyj^at  cQivoc,  oux  ^x^'^j  ^cttevov  r^Sy), 

ola  Ts  -/^OLkKeiri  acpiyxroq  oCkoxToniSyi. 
xal  vuv  6  Tpic^aTTOTfjiOf;  dtTco  Tpt/ot;  -/jspTTjiJiat, 

SuCTTTOTtc;  ev6'  Epuay],  Truxva  (jl£0£Xx6{ji,£vo(;. 

V.  230 

APXIOT 

^euyEtv  B'}]  tov  "EpcoTa  xevoi;  no^oq'  ou  yap  aXu^oi 

TlZ^ibc,  U7t6  7TT7)V0U  TTUXVa  SlWXdfJLEVO?. 

V.  59 
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HYDROPHOBIA 

Men  wounded  by  a  mad  dog's  venomed  fang 
Behold  his  image  in  the  pools,  they  say: 

So  love  hath  bitten  me  with  raging  pang, 
Making  my  soul  to  wildest  madness  prey, 

While  in  the  sea  your  mirrored  form  doth  shine, 

In  tumbling  rivers,  and  in  cups  of  wine. 

PRISONER 

My  lady  plucked  a  single  golden  hair 

And  wound  it  captive-wise  about  my  wrist: 
I  laughed  aloud,  and  lightly  thought  to  tear 

Sweet  Doris'  bonds  asunder  when  I  list. 
But  failing  strength  to  break  them,  then  I  cried 

As  one  begripped  with  adamantine  chains. 
Now  bounden  by  a  hair,  alas!  I  bide, 

And  follow  as  the  fetter  leads  and  strains. 


FLIGHT  FROM  LOVE 

To  run  away  from  love  is  waste  of  strength : 

With  swiftest  pace 
On  foot  a  runner  cannot  'scape  at  length 

A  winged  pursuer  in  the  chase. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

Xpuacof;  dc(|iauCTTOto  Sii-z^iocyzv  6c(i.(jt.a  xopetac; 

Zsug,  StaSut;  Aavaac;  xaXxeXdcTout;  OaXa(i,ou(;. 
9a(jil  "Xiyziv  t6v  (jluOov  £y<^  focSe*  x^^^^^  vixci 

-zelyecc  xal  Seafxouc;  ypxjabc,  6  TravSa[i.aTwp. 
Xpuaot;  oXoug  puTY^pac;,  oXocq  xX^^iSat;  eXsyj^ei, 
XpucTog  imyvoLTXTEi  zocq  aopapo[3Xe9apou<;, 
xat  Aavaa<;  eXuycaasv  oSs  9p£va.  [ji-/j  Ttt;  ^paara? 
XtaaeaOco  Ilacptav,  apyuptov  Tcapsycov. 

V.  217 

nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

EItt^  tLvi  ttX^^sk;  ^rt  PocTxpuxov,  i^  Ttvi  x^^P^^ 

9ai.Spuv£t(;,  ovu^tov  a[X9tT£(jt,oiv  axtSa; 
i(;  Ti  Ss  xoa[i.y)a£i.(;  aXtavOst  9ap£a  xo/Xw, 

[jiYjxeTt.  Trjg  xaX'^g  ^YY^Q  twv  'PoS67ry](;; 
ofXfxaaiv  olc;  'PoSotciqv  ou  Sspxc^jiai,  ouSe  9aetv7i(; 

(fiyyoc,  ISeiv  eGeXco  xpuoeov  'Hpi7r6XY)(;. 

V.  228 

MAKHAONIOT  TPATOT 

T6  (yT6[ioc  TOiiq  XaptTeaai,  TrpoacoTraTa  8'  (StvOeai  6aXXei, 

opLptaxa  T/)  na9iiQ,  toj  yips  tji  xtGapy)' 
CTuXeueti;  pX£9apcov  (pdoq  6[i[iocaiv,  o^ccq  aoiSfj* 

7ravTo6£v  oLypexjeic,  zXruiovccq  rjiOsouc;. 

V.  231 
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THE  POWER  OF  GOLD 

In  gold  Zeus  entered  Danae's  brazen  bower, 

The  knot  to  sunder  of  her  maiden  zone. 
I  read  the  legend  thus — 'The  conquering  power 

Of  gold  will  crumble  walls  of  brass  or  stone.' 
Gold  overthrows  all  barriers  and  all  guards, 

Bears  down  the  haughtiest  maiden  from  above, 
Like  cheated  Danae.  Take  you  rich  rewards 

In  money,  and  you  need  not  stoop  to  love. 

RHODOPE 

For  whom  this  curling  hair,  these  polished  hands, 
And  nails  so  neatly  trimmed  upon  the  finger? 

Or  what  avails  robe  shot  with  purple  strands, 
When  far  away  from  Rhodope  you  linger? 

Not  seeing  Rhodope  I  have  no  sight, 

Even  when  Heripole  flashes  golden  light. 

FATAL  BEAUTY 

Charms  to  your  lips,  blooms  to  your  face  belong, 
Love  to  your  eyes,  the  viol  to  your  hand. 

Your  looks  rob  men  of  sight,  of  ears  your  song: 
Allwise  you  ravage  mortals  through  the  land. 


43 


LOVE    POEMS 
ArAOIOY  SXOAALTIKOT 

xapLVEK;,  auaX^oii;  6(j.[jt.aai,  ty]xo[x£v/); 

9povTt8o?  oure  "khyoq  yi-^ZTCti,  our'  aptOiJi^t;; 
£up7)a£t(;  Tcxy/  ofxota,  Te-;y)v  8',  ajxeyapTs,  TrapetTjv 

aGpYjaco  6a(i,tvoT<;  Saxpuai  TeYY0[i.£V7]v. 
KuTTpt,!;  yap  xa  jxev  6cXXa  7raXiY>t'5TO(;*  £v  8^  rt  >taX6v 

^XXa/EV,  ^x^o'^PS"'^  '^'^'^  ao[3apeuo(jL£va(;. 

V.  280 

nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOY 

'iTTTTOfjL^VYjv  9tX£ouaa  voov  7rpo(;epeiaa  AeavSpcp' 

£v  Se  AeavSpEtoi?  xeiXeat,  r:ri^v\>]xiv'f] 
ELxova  TYjv  HavGoio  9£pca  9p£at"  TrXs^ajjievT)  8e 

HavOov,  £(;  'l7:Tro[i.£V7]v  v6aTt.[jt,ov  -/JTop  6cyw. 
TcavTa  Tov  £v  7TaXa[j.Y)at,v  avaivopiai.'  dcXXoT£  8'  (5tXXov 

ai£v  a[jLoi,[3aiot.(;  7rr)X£cri.  8£xvu[j.£vy), 
a9V£i'/)v  Ku0£p£i,av  uTrlpxojJiat..  £1  81  Ttt;  Y](jLtv 

(i,E[X9£Tai,  ev  7r£v[-jr)  [xtfjivETO)  oloYa(i.ca. 

V.  232 

AAHAON 

Koupv]  lie,  [L  £9iX7]a£v  u9£CT7r£pa  xstXEoiv  uYpoi?. 
VEXTap  EYjv  TO  (^iki]]xcL'  TO  Y^p  aTOfza  vEXTapos;  Ittvei' 
xal  [i.E0u<o  TO  9[X7){i,a,  ttoXuv  tov  IpcoTa  ttettcoxw;. 

V.  305 
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PHILINNA 

Can  you,  too,  love  Philinna?  feel  the  pain, 

And  waste  away  with  eyes  a  tearless  fount? 
Or  lulled  in  sweetest  slumber  have  you  lain, 

And  taken  of  my  love  nor  thought  nor  count? 
The  like  shall  fall  upon  your  hardened  heart: 

I  shall  behold  tears  flooding  down  your  cheek: 
For  Cypris,  else  remorseless,  one  good  part 

Retains — her  hatred  on  the  proud  to  wreak. 

INCONSTANCY 

Kissing  Hippomenes,  I  set  my  mind 

Upon  Leander.  On  Leander's  lip 
I  think  of  Xanthus:  and  with  Xanthus  twined, 

Back  to  Hippomenes  my  heart  I  slip. 
The  friend  at  hand  revolts  me:  sometimes  one^ 

Sometimes  another  in  my  fickle  clasp, 
I  reap  love's  riches.  He  who  says  '111  done,' 

In  single  wedlock's  penury  may  gasp. 

A  KISS 
I  kissed  a  maiden  overnight, — 

Her  dewy  lips  on  mine, — 
Her  kiss  a  draught  for  gods'  delight. 

Her  breath  a  drink  divine. 
That  kiss  hath  made  me  drunken  quite 

With  quaffing  love's  strong  wine. 
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MEAEATPOT 

T6  (jxucpoc;  7)80  yiyriQe'  Xiyzi  8'  6ti  tolq  9LX£pcoTO£; 

Z7jvo9iXa(;  ^(x\)ei  toO  XaX^ou  GToyLOLToq,. 
^Xpiov  el'0'  utt'  i[ioiq  vOv  xetXcat.  xetXea  Oetoa 

V.  171 

POYOINOY 

EupcoTTYjc;  rb  cpiXvjfjia  xal  v^v  (Jc^pi  /eiXeoc;  eX0-|Q, 
r)8u  ye,  xav  ^(x\)C!j]  (jlouvov  (Jc^pt  aT6(i.aT0(;: 

4'aust,  8'  oux  6cxpo!,(;  Toit;  xs^^scy^^*  <^^^'  epiaaoa 
TO  aT6[i,a,  T7)v  ^^xh'^  ^^  6vuj(wv  avayet. 

V.  14 

nAATHNGS 

Tyjv  4'^X'ir)v>  'AytxGcova  cptXwv,  errl  ^(eiXeotv  ^oxov* 
'?)X0s  yap  7)  tX7)(jlcov  ojc;  StaPrjaoptsv/). 

V.  78 

ArA0IOY  EX0AA2TIK0T 
Ei(xl  [lev  ou  cpikooivoQ'  oTav  S'  c0£Xy)<;  [it  pLe0uaaat 

TCpwTa  au  yeuofjievir)  Tzpoqcpept,  xal  8ej(0[i,ai. 
et  yap  iTziflxxxjaeiq  Tot(;  /etXeatv,  ouxeTi  vvj^etv 
eu[jiape(;,  ouSe  cpuyeTv  tov  yXuxuv  oivo)(6ov 
TcopGjjteuei  yap  e[i,o!,ye  xuXi^  Trapa  aou  to  9iXy)[jLa, 
xat  [jLoi  dcTcayyeXXei  ttjv  x^^P^^  ''l^  eXa^ev. 

V.  261 
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THE  CUP 
The  cup  rejoices  thinking  that  it  sips 

Sweet  words  of  passion  at  my  lady's  mouth. 
'Tis  well!  0  that  her  lips  upon  my  lips 

Would  close,  and  drain  my  very  soul  to  drouth. 

KISSING 
Sweet  are  her  kisses,  if  they  faintly  brush, 

Sweet  if  they  touch  with  half-withholden  lips. 
Her  kisses  are  not  faint,  but  strain  and  crush, 

And  draw  the  soul  out  from  the  finger-tips. 

AT  THE  MEETING  OF  THE  LIPS 

I  held  my  soul  upon  my  lips 

In  that  long  kiss  divine; 
It  came,  poor  thing,  in  hope  to  pass 

And  blend  with  thine! 

A  KISS  UPON  THE  CUP 
I  am  no  bibber:  yet,  wouldst  have  me  drink? 

Taste  ere  thou  givest,  and  I  cannot  miss. 
Sweet  handmaid!  when  thy  lips  have  touched 

the  brink, 
I  can  no  more  refrain  or  fail  or  shrink: 

That  cup  is  crossing-ferry  for  thy  kiss. 

And  brings  me  tidings  of  a  proven  bliss. 


47 


LOVE   POEMS 

STPATQNOS 

'EaTrept'^v  Moiptc;  (xe,  xa0*  -/^v  uYtatvo[i.ev  <!opY]v, 
oux  oIS'  el're  oa90J£;,  eKt'  6vap,  -rjaTraaaxo. 

■J^Sy)  yap  Ta  [ikv  6tXXa  ptaX'  axpex^cot;  ^v6'/)aa, 
Xciixoaa  fxot,  7rpo(;^9Y],  '/6iy.6a  ^TuuvOavsTO. 

el  Se  [jLe  xat  7T£cptX-A]X£  Tex[i,aipo[i.aL"  et  yap  aX'/]0£;, 

XII.  177 


ASKAHniAAOT 

'H8u  Sspouc;  St^'f^vTi  '/^^^  ttotov,  y)Su  S^  vauxaii; 
£x  )^£!,(xcovog  ISstv  slapivov  axscpavov 

XXaiva,  xal  alvy^Tai,  KuTrpii;  utt'  (i(i.90Tepcov. 

V.  169 


OIAOAHMOY 

NuxTeptvi^,  Stxepcog,  9!,Xo7Tavvux£,  9aLV£,  SeXigv/). 

9atv£,  Si'  EuxprjTcov  (3aXXo{jL£V7]  GupiScav 
auyat^e  xpucrs'i^v  KaXXtCTXiov  £<;  xa  9i,Xeuvxtov 

£pya  xaxoTcx£U£(,v  ou  906vo(;  dGavaxv). 
6Xpt^£t<;  xal  XYjvSe  xal  ri^iiocq,  olSa,  SeXyjv/)" 

xal  yap  a'qv  4'^X'O'^  £9X£y£v  'EvSufxlcov. 

V.  123 
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DREAM  OR  WAKING 

My  love  at  evening — then  the  mind  is  sound — 
In  deed  or  dream  I  know  not,  greeted  me: 

And  all  the  scene,  speech  made  and  answer  founds 
Stands  clearly  shapen  in  my  memory: 

Yet  is  her  kiss  unproven;  if  'twere  given 

How  am  I  still  on  earth,  who  was  in  heaven? 

DELIGHT 

Sweet  unto  lips  athirst  is  snow  to  drink 

In  summer's  heat: 
Sweet  unto  mariners,  when  the  stormwinds  sink, 

Spring  flowers  to  greet: 
Sweetest  of  all,  when  two  fond  lovers  cling 

Beneath  one  bower, 
While  for  deep  gladness  both  together  sing 

Love's  praise  and  power. 

MOONLIGHT 
Night-wandering  lover  of  the  night-long  rite, 

Shine  through  the  shapely  casement  bars,  O  moon : 
Shed  on  my  lady's  golden  form  thy  light. 

For  heavenly  eyes  may  read  our  lovers'  rune. 
As  thine  own  heart  once  felt  Endymion's  might, 

So  falls  upon  my  love  and  me  thy  boon. 
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POYOINOT 

Aouaa(jLevot,npo8tK7),  7ruxaacii(jLe0a,  xal  t6v  dtxpaxov 

eXx(o[i.ev,  xuXixac;  [Jiet^ovag  a[po(i,£vot. 

^OLibq  6  xatp6vTcov  iaxlv  pb<;*  elxa  toc  XotTra 

yripcLc;  xoXuaef  xal  t6  t^Xo?,  OavaTOt;. 

V.  12 
MEAEATPOT 
EuSeic;,  ZY)vo9tXa,  Tpu9ep6v  OdcXoi;'  et6'  ^ttI  ctoI  vGv 

(Ix;  ettI  aol  (jlyjS'  outoc;,  6  xal  A  tog  6(i,(xaTa  OeXywv, 
cpotTTjaat,  xare/ov  8'  ol\)t6<;  lyco  oe  (x6vo(;, 

V.  174 
APAeiOY  2X0AASTIK0T 

MyjTUOTE  Xu^ve  (jtuxTjTa  cpipoiq,  (jt.7]S'  6[i.ppov  lyctpoK;, 

(i,r)  Tov  EfjLov  Trauay]!;  vufjicptov  ep/ofXEVov. 
alsl  au  cp0ov£Et,(;  t9)  KuTrptSi,  xal  yap  66'  'Hpo) 

rip\ioa£  AEiavSpcp  . . .  0u(X£,  to  Xoittov  sa. 
*H9aLaT0u  teXeGek;,  xal  TUEtOo^xat,  otti  xaXsTTTtov 

KuTCptSa,  GcoTTEUEi?  8eanoTiX7]V  oSuvrjv. 

V.  263 
POYOINOT 
2oi  txs  XdcTpiv  yXuxuScopo?  "Epcot;  TrapsScoxs,  Bowtti, 

Taupov  uTuo^Eu^ac;  e'k;  tcoOov  auTOfjioXov, 
auTO0£XY],  TTocvSouXov,  Exouatov,  auToxsXEuaxov, 

atTTjaovTa  7tixpY]v  (jlyjtcot'  sXEuOspty^v, 
axpt  ^Oa](;  nolir^Q  xal  y7]pao(;'6(X(i,a  [SaXoi  8^ 

[xyjtiot'  £9'  7){j[,£T£pai(;  sXTtloi  PaaxaviY]. 

V.22 
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PLEASURE  AND  DEATH 

The  bath — then  wreathe  our  brows  and  let  us  drain 
In  fuller  measure  cups  that  take  the  breath. 

Brief  is  the  life  of  joyance:  then  the  bane 
Of  age  upon  us:  and  the  end  is  death. 

JEALOUSY. 

Sleepest  thou,  sweet?  Would  I  were  wingless  sleep 
To  come  and  slumber  on  thine  eyes  alone! 

Sleep  lulls  the  very  gods:  but  I  would  keep 
Even  sleep  away  and  have  thee  all  mine  own. 

THE  LAMP 

No  fleck  bedim  you,  lamp,  nor  rain  becloud, 
To  stay  my  bridegroom  coming  to  my  door. 

You  are  the  foe  to  love:  when  Hero  vowed 
To  light  Leander — but  I  can  no  more. 

You  are  Hephaestus'  slave,  and  wroth  with  blame 

Of  Cypris,  fain  would  soothe  your  master's  shame. 

WILLING  SLAVE 
To  thee  by  Eros'  good  gift  am  I  given 

For  welcome  service  under  passion's  yoke, 
A  self-delivered,  willing  slave,  self-driven, 

Never  to  claim  dull  freedom  in  revoke, 
Ere  age  thy  dear  head  whiten.  May  no  eye 
Blight  all  our  hopes  with  evil  witchery. 
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rMTOTAIKOT 

'AyxiiXou  pr)Y(jLtvo(;  iniay-oizt,  aoi  xiSz  ni^iTzco 

aupiov  'lovtou  yap  iizi  TrXaxu  xOfjia  mpqaoi, 
aTceuSoiv  YjfjLsxspTjt;  koXttov  £(;  EtSoOsr^t;. 

ouptof;  dcXX'  e7r[Xa!ji.4"'>v  £[i.(T>  xal  spojTt,  xal  tarco, 
Sea7T6Tt  xal  OaXajxcov,  KuTrpt,  xal  r)L6v(ov. 

V.  17 


MAKHAONIOT  YnATOY 

'HfjisptSac  Tpuyocoaiv  £T-y;a!.ov,  ouSs  tic;  aurtov 

Tout;  sXtxac;,  xoTTTOiv  p6Tpuv,  a7roCTTp^9eTat. 
aXXa  as  tyjv  poSonrix'ov,  hy-ric,  ava07)[ji,a  (jLeptpiv/]?, 

uypov  eviTrXs^a?  a(jL(jLaTi.  8eCT(x6v,  e/'^' 
xal  Tpuyoco  rov  'ipoiTcc'  xal  ou  Ospog,  oux  ^ap  (5cXXo 

olSa  [jl£v£iv,  oTt  [xot,  ruaaa  y£[i.£i,(;  xaptTOJV. 
^Ss  xal  ri^riaziccc,  oXov  ^povov  st  Ss  Ttt;  eXOy; 

Xo^6(;  eXi^  puxiScov,  TXyjaofxat,  cbc;  cpiXscov. 

V.  227 
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OVER  THE  SEA 

Sovereign  of  stormbeat  coasts!  this  scanty  tale 
Of  gifts  I  offer  from  my  little  store; 

For  o'er  wide  waves  to-morrow  with  the  gale 
I  speed  to  clasp  again  my  paramour. 

Shine  fair  upon  my  passion  and  my  sail, 
Queen  of  the  bridal-chamber  and  the  shore! 


LOVE'S  HARVEST 

They  gather  grapes  in  season:  and  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  culls  the  clusters  richly  hung 
Revileth  not  the  tendrils  there  among. 

But  thee,  O  lady  mine,  O  rosy-fair, 

The  lifted  offering  of  my  lover's  care, 

I  wreathe  in  tender  bonds,  and  hold  thee  there. 

This  is  my  time  for  love's  ingathering: 
I  bide  no  other  summer  and  no  spring: 
For  thou  are  ripe  with  every  lovely  thing. 

Long  thus  may  youth  &  beauty  with  thee  dwell! 
Or  would  some  twining  wrinkle  break  thy  spell, 
It  shall  not  matter, — for  I  love  thee  well. 


53 


• 


LOVE    POEMS 


HAYAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

2a)^e6  aot  {jt,£XXcov  ^v^tteiv,  TraXbopaov  Iw/jv 

a^  avaaEipa^o),  xal  ttocXiv  ^cy/i  (levw 
OTjv  yap  eyw  SaaTrX^xa  Staaxaatv  ola  te  7r!,xp-/]v 

vuxra  xaTaTTTTQaaco  t})v  '  A/epovxtaSa' 
T^piaTi  yap  ctso  9£yyo<;  6{xouov'  dXXa  to  (jlIv  ttou 

acpOoyyov  ao  8^  [loi  xal  t6  XaX7;(i.a  (pipeic 
xeTvo,  t6  Setpyjvwv  yXuxepcoxepov,  co  ^tti,  Traaai 

e'lCTiv  e(Ji.ri(;  i>^X^^  eXtulSsc;  ^xxpe(jL£e(;. 

V.  241 


HATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

Ay]0uv£1  KAeoq)avT(.(;'  6  Ss  TptTO;;  dcp/STai.  T^STr; 

Xuyyoq  uTroxXdct^Eiv  '/jxa  [jLapat.v6[xevo(;. 
al'0£  §£  xal  xpaSiy](;  7rupa6(;  cruvaTTsaPsTo  Xu/vco, 

(jLYjSe  [I  utt'  aypuTCvott;  Svjpov  exate  tzoQoic,. 
a  TTOCTa  T7]v  KuGspetav  eTucofjioosv  zanspoc,  T^^etv* 

aXX'  out'  dvOpcoTucov  qjetSsTat  outs  Gswv. 

V.  279 
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FAREWELL 

The  last  farewell  is  on  my  tongue, 

But  fierce  I  draw  the  rein: 
The  word  recoils  as  backward  flung, — 

And  I  remain. 

For  bitter  as  the  stream  of  death 

In  everlasting  night 
Is  that  fell  hour  that  sundereth 

Me  from  thy  sight. 

The  light  of  thee  is  like  the  day; 

Yet  daylight  is  but  dumb, 
But  when  thou  comest  in  the  way, 

Sweet  voices  come: — 

Tones  sweeter  than  the  Sirens'  song 

That  on  the  waters  rang ; 
And  there  with  all  its  hopes  in  throng 

My  heart  doth  hang. 

CLEOPHANTIS 

My  lover  tarries:  three  times  in  the  night 
The  lamp  hath,  gently  dwindling,  ceased  to  burn. 

O  could  I  quench  my  heart's  fire  as  that  light, 
And  all  my  sleepless  love  to  darkness  turn! 

How  oft  he  swore  that  he  would  come  at  eve: 

But  god  and  man  alike  his  vows  deceive. 
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MAKIIAONIOT  TIIATOY 

Aiipiov  iOprjooi  oe.  t6  S'  ou  ttote  ytvcxai  "^(xiv, 

xaijTa  [loi  t^etpovxi  xap^^eaf  (5tXXa  8'  ^c;  (5tXXou(; 

Soipa  9£pet(;,  £[i.eOev  Trtaxiv  iTretTrapL^vT). 
6^o[iOLi  kaTzepiri  ae.  xi  8'  zaTiep6c,  eaxi  yuvatxcov; 

Y7ipa(;  dfjLExpYjxtp  7rXY]06(i.evov  puxtSt. 

V.  233 


MAPKOY  APrENTAPIOY 

*HpdCT07;(;  ttXouxcov  Scoatxpaxec;'  dcXXd  tt^v/j?  cov 
oux£x'  epac;'  Xi,[jl6(;  cpdcpfjiaxov  olov  ^x^^- 

y)  8^  Trdpot;  ae  xaXeucra  [xupov  xal  xep7rv6v  "ASojvtv 
MYjvo^tXa,  vuv  aou  xouvofxa  TCuvOdvexaf 

Tt(;,  7r60£v  el?  dvSpcov;  ttoGi  xoi  7r6Xi(;;  -^  (x6Xi.(;  lyvco 
xout'  ^TCOi;,  ax;  ouSel?  ouSev  ^xo^"^^  9^X0?. 

V,  113 


KPATHTOS 

lEpcoxa  Trauei  Xifxoi;'  si  8k  \iri,  xp6vo<;. 
edv  8s  (JIT] 8s  xauxa  X7]v  (pXoycc  G^icr,, 
OspaTTsia  ctoi  x6  Xotrrov  ■yjpxrjaOo)  ^pd^oc;. 

IX.  497 
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ABANDONED 
'To-morrow I  shall  see  thee' — O  for  ever  thus  denied! 

For  daily  comes  renewal  of  the  daily  new  delay. 
This  is  my  cold  requital,  while  to  loves  on  every  side 
Thou  gift  on  gift  dost  render  and  thy  troth  to  me 
betray. 
*In  the  evening  I  shall  see  thee' — but  a  woman's 

eventide 
Is  when  her  cheek  is  furrowed  deep  and  life  has 
passed  away. 

LOVE  AND  MONEY 
When  rich  you  loved  her:  now  with  loss  of  money 

Your  love  is  gone — for  pangs  of  hunger  cure. 
She  called  you  'beauty's  model'  then,  and  'honey' : 

Now  asks  'Who  are  you.  Sir?  I  am  not  sure: 
Your  name  and  country,  pray?' — How  truly  wends 
The  adage  'Out  of  money,  out  of  friends.' ! 

REMEDIES 
Love  is  slain  by  fasting,  or  if  fasting  fail, 

Time  will  avail. 
Spite  of  time  and  fasting,  if  unquenched  the  flame 

Burn  still  the  same, 
Then  your  only  medicine  is  a  cord  and  noose: 

So  love  is  loose. 
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ArAeiGY  SXOAAETIKOY 

Tt  axevdcj^eti;;  91X^0.  xtva;  TrapOfvov.  •?]  ^dt  ye  xaX-yjv; 

xotX-yjv  •:?)(i,eT£poi(;  6(i.(jLaai  9at,vo(x£v(r)v. 
7T0U  S£  [jLiv  el(;ev6r)oa<;;  ^xeT  ttotI  Seittvov  ^tteXGojv 

^uvyi  xexXi.[ji£v7)v  ^Spaxov  £v  axipdcSt. 
i'XniC,eiQ  8t  ruxetv;  val  val  cplkoq-  (i(i.9a8[7)v  8^ 

ou  C^T'^to  9t,XtiQV,  dcXX'  u7roxXe7:TO(jL£vr)v. 
t6v  v6[i.(,ti,ov  [jiaXXov  9£uy£1(;  Yoi^(Ji.ov;  dtTpex^c;  ^yvcov 

SxTt  ye  Tcov  xteocvwv  ttouXu  t6  X£i.Tr6(i,Evov. 
^yvcot;;  ou  9!,X££i,(;,  i^edacco'  tccoc;  Suvaxai  yap 

^^UX"^  ip<x>[i(x.vieiv  6p0a  Xoyi^o[jL£vY); 

V.  267 
AOTKIAAOY 
Et  pLE  9iXeT(;,  ^pyco  [xs  9tXEt,  xal  [xyj  (i.'  (iStXTjaY)!;, 

(ip)(7)v  Tou  pXdcTTTEtv  TY)v  9iXiav  Qi[lt\fOC,. 
noLGi  yap  dvOpcoTroicjLV  ^yw  ttoXu  xplaaova  97][xl 

T7)v  9av£pav  ^/Gpav  xijc;  SoXsp^c;  9iXia(;. 
9aal  Bk  xal  vrjEaatv  aXi,TrXav££a<Ti  xepe^ouc; 

Toc?  u9aXou(;  Trfxpac;  tcov  9avEpcov  aTriXaSwv. 

XI.  390 
MEAEArPOY 
Nu^  Izpri,  xal  Xu/VE,  auvtaxopac;  ouTivag  (ScXXou? 

6pxot(;,  aXX'  ufx^ac  eIX6(jl£0'  d(j(.96TEpoi.. 

5(0)  {JL^V  E{Jt,£  aXEp^Et-V,  XEtVOV  S'  iyOi  ou  TTOXE  XE^tpElV 

a>(i,6aa[jtEV  xotvTjv  8'  e^xexe  [xapxuptrjv. 
vuv  8'  6  [JLEV  opxta  cpfiaiv  sv  uSaxt.  XEiva  9£pEO0at, 
Xu/VE,  au  8'  £v  xoXTTOig  aux6v  opac;  Exspcav. 

V.8 
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CALCULATING  LOVE 

*Whysigh?'  *!  am  in  love.'  'With  whom?'  *  A  maid.* 
'Pretty?'  'Yes,  or  my  vision  is  betrayed.' 
'Where  met  you?'  'Dining  at  a  friend's  behest 
I  sat  beside  her  as  my  fellow-guest.' 
'You  think  to  win  her?'  'I  am  well  with  her, 
But  stolen  love,  not  open,  I  prefer.' 
'You  will  not  marry?'  'No:  on  sure  report 
I  have  it  proved,  her  means  are  very  short.' 
'Proved?  and  you  call  that  love?  Pretence  or  trick! 
Wild  passion  is  not  strict  arithmetic' 

LOVE  AND  HATE 

Loving  me  love  me  truly — not  with  wrong 
To  make  your  loving  serve  towards  my  hurt. 

For  ever  is  the  burden  of  my  song 

That  guileful  love  is  worse  than  hate  overt; 

Just  as  a  sailing  boat  had  far  more  lief 

Encounter  standing  rock  than  sunken  reef. 

BROKEN  VOWS 

0  Holy  Night,  and  Lamp  that  burnest  dim! 

Ye  only  heard  the  plighted  troth  we  made. 
He  swore  to  love  me,  I  to  cherish  him 

For  ever,  and  your  witness-seal  we  prayed. 
O  Lamp,  his  vows  adown  far  waters  swim, 

And  on  another's  breast  thou  seest  him  laid. 
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KOMllTA  XAPTUIAAPIOT 

"0[X[jiaTa  OuXXlc  iTzeiine  xaxa  ttX'jov  opxot;  dX'y)Tir]? 

vijv  8^,  9tXr),  TTtaToc;  [ikv  iyoi  Tzixpoi.  Olva  OaXaaaif)? 

V.  265 

ASKAHniAAOY 

Nu^  {xaxpT)  xal  X£r(i.a,  [xectyjv  8'  ^ttI  nXsiaSa  Suvsi, 

xayo)  Trap  TipoGupoti;  vtCTrTO(j(,ai  u6[ji£vo;;, 
TpoiQzLC,  Trie,  8oXi/]q  xstvYjq  ttoGco"  ou  yap  ^pcoTa 
Ku7rpt<;,  avt7]p6v  8'  Ix  7rup6c;  ^jxe  P^Xoc;. 

V.  189 
nAAAAAA 

IloXXaxic;  e^laTYjaa  Terjv  9(.X6Ty]Ta  xal  'j,3p^^' 

xal  TToXu  xoucpoT£p7]v  G'^v  9iX6Ty]Ta  jxaOwv, 

XotSopiYjv  8s  psTTOuaav,  l/copiaOyjv  (piXor-^jTOt;, 

(JL7]X£T(.  PaaTOC^COV  uPpiV  aTt,[jL0TaT7]V. 

X.99 
MEAEATPOT 

'Ey/si,  xal  ttocXiv  eiTie,  TiaXiv,  ttocXiv,  'HXt.o8a)pa{;' 

sIto,  auv  axpr)T6)  to  yXuxu  (xtay'  ovojjta. 
xai  (jLot,  Tov  Pp£X0£VTa  ptupoig  xal  x^t-^o^  sovTa, 

jjiva(i,6CTuvov  x£iva<;',  afi,9(.TL0£t  aT£9avov. 
8axpu£L  9!,X£paaTov  iSou  p68ov,  ouv£xa  x£ivav 

aXXoOt,,  xou  xoXtto!.?  ri\izi:ipoic,  £<;opa. 

V.  136 
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PHYLLIS 
You  watched  his  fading  sails.  The  oath  he  swore 

Strayed  wandering,  for  he  had  no  faith  at  heart. 
But  I  right  faithful,  dear,  stand  on  the  shore: 

And  shall  I  think  in  you  faith  has  no  part? 

NIGHT  VIGIL 

Long  wintry  night,  and,  as  the  Pleiads  slant, 
I  wend  before  her  door  in  drenching  rain, 

Betrayed  and  passion-torn.  No  love  doth  grant 
Cypris,  but  hurls  me  fiery  shafts  of  pain. 

SCORN 

Oft  have  I  set  your  love  against  your  scorn; 

But  finding  love  the  lighter  in  the  scales, 
Weighed  down  by  scoffing,  love  I  have  forsworn 

And  cast  the  load  of  shame  your  scorn  entails. 

REGRETS 

Fill  up  the  cup  and  pledge  my  love  again. 

And  blend  again  her  sweet  name  with  the  wine. 

Let  now  the  crown  of  flowers,  whose  scented  rain 
Brings  her  remembrance,  on  my  brow  recline. 

Behold!  the  love-lorn  rose  doth  weep  amain 
To  see  my  love  in  other  arms  than  mine. 
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nosEiAinnoT 

Aaxpua  xal  xco(jLot,  tI  [i  lyetpETe,  nplv  v:6S(xq  Spat 
Ix  7rup6(;,  elq  kzip-/]v  KuTrptSoc;  dtvOpaxivjv; 

Xr)Y(o  8'  o\j  TZOT  ipoizoQ'  del  Si  [loi  IE,  'AcppoSiT-/)? 
dcXyof;  6  (xt)  xpbcov  xaiv^v  (icyei  rt  7r60oc;. 

V.211 

nATAOT  ZIAENTIAPIOT 

'096aX[j(,oi,  TEO  [lixpic,  acpxioazTe  vexTap  'Epcorcov, 

xdcXXeoi;  dcxpyjTOu  ^capoTroTat,  dpoLoieq; 
T^Xe  S(,a6pe^co(jt.ev  otty]  aGevo?"  ev  Se  YOcXiQVf) 

vYjcpaXta  aTTsiaci)  KuTrptSt  MeiXt/tY). 
el  S'  apa  ttou  xal  xsiGi.  y-ccxoiayeTOQ  zaao[i(xi  otarpcp, 

Yiv£o0£  xpuepotc;  Sdcxpuat  [jiuSaXsoL, 
svSlxov  6TX7]aovT£(;  del  ttovov  e^  ufxecov  ydp, 

9£u,  TTupog  e?  Toaarjv  7^X6o[i,£v  IpyaaiT^v. 

V.  226 

MEAEATFOT 

KOfXa  TO  TTlXpOV  "EpCOTOt;,  dx0l[X7]T0l  TS  TTVeOVTE? 

ZrjXoi,  xal  xwjxwv  xet-pf-sptov  TC£Xayo(;" 
TToI  cpipo[i(x.i;  TTocvTY)  §£  cpp£vcov  ol'axEt;  d9eTvTat. 
'?j  TrdXi  T7]v  Tpucp£pYjv  SxuXXav  £Tro4'6(X£0a; 

V.  190 
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NO  REST 

0  Tears!  O  revels!  wherefore  plunge  again 
My  feet  in  flames,  ere  yet  they  quit  the  fire? 

1  cease  not  loving,  though  determined  pain 

Come  with  each  undetermined  fresh  desire. 


GUILTY  EYES 

Love's  wine  for  ever  drinking,  O  mine  eyes? 

And  quafftng  purest  beauty  without  cease? 
Come,  fly,  as  strength  betide  us,  and  devise 

A  wineless  offering  unto  love  in  peace. 
Or  there  if  still  the  maddening  passion  sting. 

Ye  shall  be  drenched  with  tears  of  chilly  rain, 
And  suffer  as  ye  sinned,  remembering 

Your  deed  hath  brought  me  to  this  fire  of  pain 


LOVE  IN  STORM 

Mid  waves  of  passion  and  mid  storms  unquiet 

Of  jealous  hate: 
Mid  tossing  seas  of  revel  and  of  riot, 

On  to  my  fate 
I  drift — the  rudders  of  my  soul  all  broken — 

I  know  not  where. 
Shall  once  again  the  land  I  sight  betoken 

But  Scylla's  lair? 
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MEAEATPOT 

"Aaxpa,  xal  ii  (pikipaai  xaX6v  9atvouaa  LeXtjvt), 

xal  Nu^,  y.cd  xto[X(ov  a'j(X7rXavov  opyaviov, 
3cpa  ye  rrjv  9tXaatoTov  ir  i\f  xotTatatv  aGp/)aco 

(ScypuTTvov,  Xu/V6i  TCoXX'  dc7ro8ao(i,£vY]v; 
y^  TLv'  e/et,  aoyxoiTov;  sttI  TrpoOupotat,  (jiapava(; 

Saxpuatv  ix8if)aco  tou<;  Ix^rac;  axeqidcvouc;, 
£v  ToS'  ETTtypa^'ag"  KuTrpi,  aol  McXsaypot;,  6  [jt,'jr7T-/)(; 

CTcov  xcojjLcov,  azopyriq  axuXa  rdcS'  expsfjiaoEv . 

V.  191 

MEAEAPPOT 

AIei  [xoi  Suvet,  fjiev  ev  ouaatv  "Jix*^?  "Epcoroc;, 
6[i,[i,a  Se  atya  IloOotc;  to  yXuxu  Saxpu  cpipsi. 

ou8'  7)  vu^,  ou  cpsyyoi;  £xot(Jit,aEV,  aXX'  utto  9iXTpcov 
t^Sy)  ttou  xpaSta  yvcoaroc;  Evsari  tuttoc;. 

^  TTTavoi,  [17]  xai  ttot'  £9[7rTaCT0ai  (xsv,  "EpoTEC, 
ol'Sax',  aTTOTTTTjvai.  8'  ou8'  oaov  la^uETs; 

V.  212 

MEAEAFPOT 

'^n  Nu^,  &  (r)iK<xyp\j7zvoc,  iiio'i  rzodoc,  'HXioScopai;, 

xal  axoXitov  apOpwv  xv[a{i,aTa  Saxpuxapy), 
apa  [jiEVEt.  aTopyyjg  £[j.a  Xst^^avoc,  xal  to  cptXy^tAa, 

[xvTjfjLOCTUvov  ^u/pa  OaXTTET'  £v  EixaGta; 
apa  y'  iyzi  auyxotTa  toc  Saxpua,  xajxov  ovEipov 

4^uj(a7raTyjv  cTspvoK;  dcfjiqitPaXouaa  cpiXEi; 
7^  vEot;  aXXoc;  spcot;,  vsa  Tratyvia;  [xiQTroTe,  Xuxvs, 

TauT'  iqiSjic,  eI't^c;  8'  •^t;  Tuap^Scoxa  cpuXa^. 

V.  166 
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A  TOKEN 

0  stars  and  moonlight  fair  on  lovers  shed! 
O  night  and  roystering  music  of  the  flute! 

Shall  I  behold  the  wanton  still  abed 

Unsleeping,  and  her  lamp  for  witness  mute? 

Or  is  she  fellowed?  At  her  door  I  set 

These  tear-stained  flowers  to  which  my  prayers 
have  clung, 

And  write — 'Here  Meleager,  anchoret 

To  Love  devote,  hath  spoil  of  passion  hung.' 

A  CRY  FOR  REST 
The  noise  of  passion  ringing  in  mine  ears, 

Mine  eyes  with  tears  of  sweet  desire  made  blind, 

1  rest  not  day  nor  night  while  fancy  rears 

My  love's  familiar  form  before  my  mind, 
0  winged  desires,  that  fall  upon  your  prey 
Resistless,  wherefore  lacks  the  strength  to  wing 

away? 

REMEMBRANCE 
O  night!  O  wakeful  heart,  of  love  bereft. 

And  fretting  bitter-sweet  and  writhing  limb! 
Of  our  warm  kisses  does  a  memory  left 

Make  some  cold  image  in  her  fancy  swim? 
Tears  share  her  couch  perchance,  and  in  a  dream 

Perchance  she  clasps  my  phantom  form  to  kiss. 
Or  has  she  some  new  love,  new  toy?  Thy  beam 

Guarding  my  trust,  O  lamp,  ne'er  look  on  this. 
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MEAEAFPOT 

Kir)pUCTaa)  t6v  "Epcaxa,  t^jv  (Styptov  icprt  yap  itprt 

6p6piv6(;  ^x  xotTa(;  wx^'^'  a7ro7rTa(i.evoc;. 
iaxi  S*  6  Trati;  yXuxuSaxpuq,  dcetXaXoc;,  wx'Ji;,  ci6a(i.[iY)(;, 

aifxa  yeXwv,  7rTep6ei.(;  voiTa,  cpapeTpo^^pot;. 
7TaTp6(;  S'  oux£t'  ^/co  cppa^civ  rtvot;'  oote  yap  A19y)P, 

ou  XOcov  (priai  TexeTv  t6v  Opaauv,  ou  H^Xayof;. 
TravTT)  yap  xal  Traatv  omiyQ^'VOLi.  aXX'  ^qopaxe 

(jf;Q  Tcou  vijv  ^luxatg  (5cXXa  Ti6Y)ai  X^va. 
xaiToi  xetvo(;,  ISou,  TTEpl  9coX£6v.  ou  (xe  X^XyjGac;, 

TO^dxa,  Z-ir)vocptXa(;  opLfxaat  xpu7rT6[xevo(;. 

V.  177 
MEAEATPOT 

IloiXeiaOco,  xal  [iccrpbc,  It  Iv  x6Xnoiai  xaGeuScov 

TTCoXelaOco.  ti  S'  e{i,ol  t6  Opaau  touto  Tpe9eiv; 
xal  yap  ai,[j.6v  eqju  xal  uTTOTTTspov  (Jcxpa  8'  ovu^iv 

xv^^ei*  xal  xXaTov  TioXXa  [jieTa^u  yeXa. 
Tcp6(;  S'  ^Ti  Xoi7r6v  (JcrpeTCTOv,  aetXaXov,  o^u  SeSopx6(;, 

(5cyp(,ov  ouS'  aurf]  fjiiQTpl  cptXy)  Ti,6aa6v 
TiravTa  Tspat;.    Toiyap  TzenpoiaeTixf..    et  tic,  OLu6nXo\jq 

i[i7zopoq  wvelaGai  TratSa  GsXet,  TrpOi;tTco, 
xaiToi  Xiaazx',  ISou,  SeSaxpujJLsvoc;.  ou  a'  Iti  tccoXco* 

Gapaef  ZTjvocptXqc  auvTpocpof;  wSs  (jt^vs. 

V.  178 
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EROS  LOST 
Wild  Eros,  I  proclaim,  is  lost  or  strayed: 

Just  now  at  dawn  he  sprang  from  sleep  on  wings: 
Has  winning  tears,  quick,  prattling,  undismayed: 

Has  pinions,  bears  a  bow,  a  quiver  slings. 
His  sire,  I  know  not:  not  from  Air,  be  sure. 

Nor  mother  Earth  nor  Ocean  did  he  start. 
At  strife  with  all  the  wide  world,  some  fresh  lure 

He  may  be  setting  now  to  snare  a  heart. 
But  ho!  I  spy  him  lurking  in  his  den — 
There  in  my  lady's  eyes — to  shun  my  ken. 


EROS  FOR  SALE 
Take  him  to  market — from  his  Mother's  breast 

To  market!  Why  should  I  keep  such  a  knave? 
A  sly  knave,  winged,  with  tickling  fingers  blest, 

And  mingling  tears  with  laughter,  gay  with  grave: 
Headstrong  to  boot,  a  prattler,  keen  of  eye, — 

His  very  Mother  never  found  him  meek. 
The  elf — I  sell  him:  would  some  merchant  buy 

A  boy  to  take  on  voyage,  let  him  speak. 
What?  prayers  and  tears?  Take  heart — I  will  not  sell, 
But  leave  you  in  my  dear  love's  soul  to  dwell. 
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MEAEATPOT 

Nat  Tav  KuTCpiv,  "Epcoc;,  cpXi^oi  ra  aa  Travxa  TTupwaa?, 

z6^(x.  T£  xal  DxuOtx'/jv  loSoxov  9ap£Tp-/]v. 
cpXe^co,  vaL  tl  (xaraia  yeXa;;,  xal  CTi(Jt.a  azaripdic, 

[ixjyOl^eiq',  Taj^a  ttou  aapSaviov  yzkoLoeiq. 
•^  yap  a£u  toc  ttoStqyoc  IIoOcov  coxuTiTcpa  x6'>|>a(;, 

/aXx68eTOv  acpty^co  aoti;  Trept  Tioaal  tceS'^v. 
xatxoi  Ka8(ji£Tov  xpocTOj;  ol'aofxev,  el'  as  Kapoixov 

^^XT)  <7VJ^eu^w,  Xuyxa  nap'  cciTzoXioiq. 
dXX'  I'Ot  Su(;vix75Te,  Xapwv  8'  stti,  xoo9a  7:£8iXa 

IxTTSTaaov  xaxivaq  eit;  ^xspoug  Trxspuyac;. 

V.  179 
MEAEAFPOT 

Ataaofi,',  "Epcoc;,  tov  (ScypuTcvov  z[iol  ttoOov  'HXioScopai; 

xotfjLtaov,  alS£CT0£l<;  Mouaav  ejjLrjv  ix£Ttv. 
xal  yap  Sy]  toc  aa  xo^a,  xa  (jl*/)  SsStSayfjiEva  PaXX£tv 

(5cXXov,  a£l  S'  ett'  ejaoI  rcxyjva  yiovzoi  PeXtq, 
et  xat  (Jie  xxetvatc;,  XEi^'to  cptov/jv  Trpoi£vxa 
ypa(ji(j(,ax' •  "Epcoxoi;  opa,  ^etve,  (i,iat90viyjv. 

v.[215 
MAKHAONIOT  THATOT 

Uaptxevlf;  oux  £py(o'    x6  (i,£v  ouvofxa  xaXov  axouaa? 

cotaa[jL7jV  au  §£  [lot  TrtxpoxepT]  Gavaxou. 
xal  9£uy£t.(;  9t,X£ovxa,  xal  ou  9t,X£ovxa  Stcoxei,?, 

69pa  TuaXiv  xeivov  xal  9!.X£ovxa  9uyY)(;. 
xevxpo(jLav£(;  S'  ayxiaxpov  £9u  ax6[i.a,  xai  (jl£  Saxovxa 

eu0U(;  £xei.  poS£OU  yzikzoQ  lxxp£(j(,£a. 

V.  247 
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TO  EROS 
By  heaven,  Til  burn  to  ashes  all  your  gear, 

Your  bow,  your  arrows,  and  your  arrow-sheath! 
You  laugh  and  archly  smile  or  mocking  leer: 

But  soon  your  lips  may  curl  with  gnashing  teeth, 
What  if  those  wings  that  waft  desire  I  broke. 

And  gripped  your  feet  with  adamantine  chains? 
It  were  defeat  in  victory  to  yoke 

You  to  my  soul — a  lynx  among  the  swains. 
Hence — take  your  stubborn  self  in  sandalled  flight 
And  spread  your  wings  on  other  hearts  to  light. 

DESPAIR 

0  Love,  beseech  you!  heed  my  suppliant  song. 
And  send  my  sleepless  passion  some  redress. 

On  me  alone  thine  arrows  made  to  throng 

Pour  all  thy  feathered  shafts  with  all  their  stress; 

Yet  if  I  die,  my  verse  shall  shout  thy  wrong — 
'Stranger,  behold  thou  Love's  blood-guiltiness.' 

TO  PARMENIS 
Your  name  belies  you:  once  I  thought  it  sweet, 

But  death  to  me  were  kinder  than  your  spite. 
You  flee  from  love,  you  chase  love  in  retreat. 

Then,  ere  love's  capture,  turn  again  to  flight. 
A  hook  your  mouth  is:  when  I  touch  the  sting, 
You  hold  me  on  your  rosy  lips  aswing. 
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nATAOT  S:iAENTIAPIOT 

"Q|jLOCTa  [xt(i.vdCei.v  aeo  Tr)X60ev,  dpy^Ti  xoupyj, 

dypi  SucoSexdcTTji;,  ci  TT^TTOt,,  7)p(.7T6X-/j(;. 
ou  8'  ^tX-/]v  6  TtxXac;'  t6  ydp  aopiov  ili[X[ii  9adv0y) 

T7]XoTepco  (i.'yjvy](;,  val  {i,d  as,  Sa)8£xdTy](;. 
dXXd  Oeoix;  tx^Tcue,  9tXrj,  [iri  xauTa  /apd^at, 

opxta  7roLvat'/)c;  vcotov  U7ri:p  aeX[So(;* 
OeXye  Ss  aaXc,  y^oLplzeaaiv  e(i.-/jv  9peva*  (i,-/)  Ss  (jle  (jidcaTi^, 

7r6Tva,  xaTaa(i.u^7)  xal  aeo  xal  (Jiaxdpcov. 

V.  254 

nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

AiyXiBccc,  (X[X(perivcc^ev  i[ioiq  FaXaxeia  TcpoacoTTOi? 

eampoQ,  uPpiaTY]v  (jiuGov  iizzu^aiiivq, 
"T^pic,  epoiT(x.Q  eXuae.    [xaTTjv  oSe  (i,u6o(;  dXarat. 

{iPpi^  e(i,Y)v  epsOei  [xaXXov  epofjLavtTjv. 
^jjLoaa  ydp  Xuxdj3avTa  (xevsiv  dcTTavsuSev  ^xetvyji;" 

w  TTOTTOf  dXX'  ixeT7](;  Trpco'ioj;  euGui;  i^riv. 

V.  256 

MEAEAPPOT 

Aeivo;;  "Epco:;,  Seivof;.  Tt  Ss  to  tcXeov,  t^  rudXtv  sI'tcco, 
xal  TrdXiv,  OL[i.a)^cov  TuoXXdxt,  Sstvoi;  "Epcof;; 

^  ydp  6  Tzouq  TOUTOiai  yeXa,  xal  Tuuxvd  xaxiaGelg 
iqSeTcci'  7]v  8'  el'Tuoi  XotSopa,  xal  Tps^sTai. 

0au{xa  Ss  (ji,oi,,  7rco<;  dpa  Sioc  yXauxoTo  9avetaa 
xufxaxo?,  e^  uypou,  Kurrpi,  au  Trup  Tsroxat;. 

V.  176 
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VOWS  BROKEN 
To  quit  you  for  twelve  days  I  made  an  oath, 

And  shun  afar  your  coldness:  but  alas! 
Poor  fool,  I  failed.  The  morrow  seemed  in  troth 

As  slowly  as  a  long  twelve  months  to  pass. 
Dear,  pray  the  gods  for  record  not  to  grave 

My  broken  vows  on  their  avenging  scroll: 
And  by  thy  gracious  favour,  Sovran,  save; 

Else  will  thy  scourge  &  heaven's  crush  my  soul. 

GALATEA 
At  eve  she  clanged  her  portals  in  my  face. 

And  cried,  beshrewing  me  with  saucy  speech, 
*Scorn  withers  love.'  The  word  fits  not  the  case; 

Scorn  lifts  lov6-madness  but  to  higher  reach. 
Afar  from  her  to  spend  the  year  I  swore — 
And  stood  next  morn  beseeching  at  her  door. 


EROS 
Strange,  strange  is  Eros.  What  more  or  besides 

Avails  to  say  but  groan  'O  strange  indeed?' 
He  jests  at  sighs;  is  merry  when  one  chides; 

And  on  my  fierce  reviling  thrives  to  feed. 
Daughter  of  ocean  foam!  I  marvel  sore 
How— fire  from  water — such  a  son  you  bore. 
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OIAOAHMOT 

'HpaCT07)V  ziQ  S'  ou/t;  xexoi[j.axa'  ric,  8'  dcfjtuiQTot; 

xco(i.wv;  dXX'  l(j(,avY]v.  ^x  xtvot;;  ou/l  Ooou; 
epp[cp06i*  TToXtT)  vocp  iTTs^^ETai  avxi,  (jLeXatvr^? 

Opl^  r;8Y],  auvsT'?^;;  ayveXoc;  rjXixt-/]^. 
xal  TTai^eiv  ote  xatpoc;,  eTrat^afxev*  vjvtxa  xal  vov 

ouxsTi,  Xco(;T£prj(;  9povTi8o(;  a^ioixeOa. 

V.  112 


MAKHAONIOT 

T(o  xpuaw  t6v  epcDTa  [jL£T£pxo[i.ai*  ou  yap  ap6Tpto 
spya  [lEXioaoLOiv  yivsTat  ri  axaTravyj, 

dXX'  eapt  Spoaspw'  [leXiioc,  ys  [i.ev  'A9poyevet7)(; 
6  xpuao?  TsXeOei  ttoixiXo?  IpyaTivT)?. 

V.  240 

nosEiAinnoT 

My)  (i,£  S6x£t  TTtGavoTf;  ocTraTav  Sdxpuaat,  OtXatvi* 
olSa,  cpiXEit;  ydp  ok(xiq  ouS£va  [jleTJ^ov  ejjLou, 

TOUTOv  ooov  Trap'  £[jloI  X£xXiCTat  xpovov  £t  8'  £T£p6(;  a£ 
el)(e,  9iXeiv  av  £9Y)v  jaei^ov  sxeTvov  e^xou. 

V.  186 
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WILD  OATS 

I  have  loved  and  run  riot  like  all  the  world — 

Who  knows  not  riot  and  love? 
Thro'  my  heart  the  storms  of  passion  have  whirled 

The  frenzy  from  heaven  above. 

Now  away  with  it  all!  for  the  hoar-white  hair 

Is  thrusting  the  sable  away, 
And  a  message  is  come  and  a  sign  to  declare 

'Tis  time  to  be  sober  to-day. 

I  have  had  my  season  of  frolic  in  youth, 

And  now  that  the  season  is  past, 
'Tis  time  to  bethink  me  of  wisdom  forsooth, 

'Tis  time  for  reforming  at  last. 

MONEY  AND  LOVE 

With  gold  I  get  my  loving.  Plough  and  hoe 

Are  not  the  tools  for  bees,  who,  making  honey. 

Use  dewy  flowers  of  springtime.  So,  I  trow, 

Love's  sweetness  comes  from  clever  work  of  money. 

LOVE  IN  PRESENCE 

Think  not  with  winning  tears  to  cozen  me: 
I  know  you  love  me  far  beyond  the  rest- 
So  long  as  I  caress  you.  If  so  be 

Another  clips  you,  then  you  love  him  best. 
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KAAAIMAXOY 
GuTO)?  xiTTjoioaiq,  Kcovcottiov,  oiq  iixk  tzoizIq 

xot[i.aaOai  ^[/uxpot?  roiaSe  Trapa  TipoOupoii;. 
o{)Tco(;  UTTVcoCTaic;,  aSixwraT/;,  ox;  t6v  ^paaT-/;v 

xoiy.Vl,ziq'  £Xlou  8'  ou8'  ovap  Y)VTiaaa(;. 
yeiTOVEf;  OLKxetpouaf  au  8'  ou8'  ovap.  ■/)  tcoXi'A]  Si; 
auTtx'  avafjLVYjaet  TaOxa  ae  jravra  x6{X7). 

V.  23 
OIAOAHMOT 

'E^rjxovTa  TeXet  XaptTO)  XuxapavrtSai;  topaq* 

dXX'  ^'tl  xuavEcov  aup(i.a  (xsvei  7rXoxdc[i,(ov, 
xy)V  aTepvoic;  ^xt,  xsTva  Ta  XuySiva  xcovta  fxaaxcov 

eoTTjXev,  [xirp-zjc;  yuji-va  TrepiSpo^xaSoq, 
xai  xpw?  ap puTiScoTO<;  ^t*  ap(.[3poair]v,  Sti  TuetGo, 

Tuaaac;  ext,  gtou^zi  {xup[.aSa<;  )^aptTcov, 
aXXa  7r60ou<;  opycovTaq  oaot  jjlt)  9£uy£T'  spacrrai, 

Seup'  tre,  ttJi;  Itscov  X'ir)66(i.svoi  SexaSo^. 

V.  13 
nAYAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 
HpoxpiToc  eaTt,  0[X!,vva,  tey]  puTtt;,  tq  OTric;  r^JS/jf; 

7raaY)(;'  Ifxetpo)  8'  a{X9l(;  ^^(etv  TraXafxati; 
{xaXXov  ey<b  ctso  (jiTjXa  xap7]Pap£0VTa  xopuix^oK;, 

y)  [jLa^ov  veapY](;  opGiov  rjXixtiQg. 
CTOV  yap  ^Tt  98Lv67rcopov  uTC^pTspov  etapoi;  (5cXXy)(;, 

Xsi[j(.a  aov  dcXXorptou  OspfjioTspov  S^peog. 

V.  258 
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BAD  NIGHT 

111  sleep  befall  thee,  like  the  cold  repose 
Here  in  the  dark  I  take  beside  thy  door, 

Sleep  like  the  sleep  to  thee  thy  lover  owes. 
O  heart  that  mercy  never  stood  before! 

Void  of  the  ruth  that  every  friend  bestows, 
Thou  shalt  repent  thee  when  thy  hair  is  hoar. 

A  WELL-PRESERVED  AGE 

Three  score  the  years  that  Charito  hath  told, 

But  thick  she  coils  her  raven  tresses  yet. 
Her  breasts  like  marble  hillocks,  firm  of  mould, 

Stand  with  no  girdling  fillet  underset. 
No  wrinkles  hers:  all  sweetness,  all  allure, 

She  is  the  fountain  of  ten  thousand  charms. 
So  lovers  all,  who  would  mad  passion  cure. 

Come  losing  thought  of  time,  and  woo  her  arms. 

PHILINNA  AGED 

Your  wrinkles  are  more  dear  than  richest  flush 
Of  youth,  Philinna,  and  my  hand  as  soon 

The  drooping  clusters  of  your  breast  would  brush, 
As  maiden's  bosom  with  its  rounded  boon. 

Fairer  your  Fall  than  other's  Springtime  blush. 
Your  Winter  warmer  than  another's  June. 
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nATAOY  SIAENTIAPIOT 

B6oTpuxov  co(i.oy£povTa  xt  [liii^cxi,  ^J(i,(jLaTa  8'  Oypa 

Saxpuatv;  ufjieT^pcov  Tiatyvia  raOra  7t60wv 
9povTtSe(;  dcTCprjXTOio  7r60ou  raSe,  xauxa  peX£(Xv<ov 

CTU(i.poXa,  xal  SoXi/TJi;  ^pya  vr/eypea^/jc;. 
xal  yap  Ttou  Xay^veaat  puxlf;  Travaoiptoi;  '/^Stq, 

xal  Xayap6v  Seipfi  S^pfjia  TceptxpejxaTat. 
OTTTToaov  Y)[3aax£i,  9Xoy6!;  (JcvOsa,  T6aaov  l(j(,eio 

oL^eoL  yvjpaaxei  cppovTtSi,  yuto[36p(p. 
dXXa  xaTOixTstpaaa  8l8ou  X^^P^^'  a^'^i><ot  yap  fiot 

Xpccx;  dvaGyjXrjaei  xpaxl  (jteXatvofxevco. 

V.  264 
ArAOIGT  SXOAASTIKOT 

*H  paStvY]  MeXitt)  ravaou  IttI  yrjpao?  ouSw 

rrjv  dcTTO  TTJf;  t^Pyjc;  oux  d7r£07]xe  yjxpiv. 
dXX'  £Tt  (jiapfxaipouai,  rcapYj'fSet;,  6(i.[jLa  8s  GsXyetv 

ou  Xd0e'  Tcov  8'  Itsov  t)  Sexdi;  oux  oXiyY). 
{jLipLvei  xal  TO  9puay{i,a  t6  TratStxov  evOdSe  S'  ^yvcov 

OTTL  cpuatv  v'.xav  6  xpovoc,  ou  Suvaxai. 

V.  282 
POTOINOT 
Nuv  (JLOi  X'^^9^  Xlyeic;,  ore  aou  to  7rp6atoTcov  dcTOjXGev 

xetvo,  TO  TYiQ  XuySou,  pdaxavs,  XeioTspov. 
vuv  aoi  npoQTicc'iXeic,,  ots  Td(;  'zpi'/jxq  ■^9dvixa(;  aou, 

Td(;  ETcl  Toic  aoPapoT?  auxeat  7rXa^o(jL£va(;. 

(i.7]X£Tl  pLOt,  {jl,£T£COp£,  7rpOc;£pX£0,  [IT^Bz  CTUvdvTa' 

dvTl  poSou  ydp  syw  tt^v  (SdcTOv  ou  8£X0[xat. 

V.28 
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LOVE  AND  YOUTH 

Why  chide  my  ageing  locks  and  tearful  eyes? 

Your  playing  with  my  passion  leaves  its  mark, 
And  dreams  of  hopeless  love,  and  wounded  guise, 

And  many  a  long  night's  watching  in  the  dark. 
Untimely  wrinkles  in  my  flesh  I  bear: 

The  skin  is  hanging  loosened  on  my  neck. 
As  sun  makes  flowers  to  grow,  so  carking  care 

Unhinges  and  my  frame  with  age  doth  wreck. 
But  give  me  kindness:  then  my  hair  regains 
Its  sable,  and  new  springtime  fills  my  veins. 

MELITA 

On  age's  threshold  still  her  form  is  rich, 

And  with  her  still  all  youthful  graces  dwell: 

Still  glows  her  cheek,  and  still  her  eyes  bewitch. 
Though  many  a  half-score  years  she  has  to  tell: 

Still  peals  that  frisking  laughter,  and  the  sound 

Proves  that  time  over  nature  gains  no  ground. 

TOO  LATE 

Now  dost  thou  greet  me,  when  thy  witch's  face — 
Once  fairer  than  white  marble — fades  forlorn? 

Now  toyest,  when  thy  head  hath  lost  its  grace — 
The  locks  that  tossed  upon  thy  neck  in  scorn? 

Away,  fond  fool!  and  come  not  nigh  my  place: 
Failing  the  rose,  I  will  not  have  the  thorn! 
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POYOINOT 
Oux  ^Xeyov,  TlpoStxY),  Yfip'x.Gxo[izv;  ou  7rpoe9a)vouv, 

i^^ouatv  Ta;(£co(;  al  SiaXuoi9tXoi; 
vGv  puTl8£(;,  xal  0pl^  tcoXiy),  xal  acopta  ^axcoSec;, 
xai  arofjia  toc^  Trporfpac;  oux^t'  ^/ov  yaptxaq, 
(jLTjTLc;  aol,  [xexfcope,  7rpo(;£py£Tat,  y^  xoXaxeucov 
Xtaasrai;  ox;  S^  Ta90V  vuv  ae  7cap£px6(jt,e6a. 

V.  21 

POTOINOY 

Hou  aol  XELva,  MlXtaaa,  toc  ypua£a,  xal  7r£pL0TrTa 

TT^g  TioXuGpuXXiQTou  xaXX£a  9avTaaL'/](;; 
TTou  S'  69pi)£(;,  xal  yaupa  opovYjfjLaTa,  xal  [liyccq  OLvy;!]'^, 

xal  ao(3apcov  xapacov  }(puao96po(;  oTraTaXy); 
vuv  7r£V!.ypy),  4^a9apif)  t£  x6(j(.'^,  Tiapa  Tcoaal  ts  Tpu/vj* 

xauTa  Ta  tcov  aTraraXcov  T£p[i,aTa  TcaXXaxtScov. 

V.  27 

ASKAHniAAOY 

NT9£,  xaXa^op6X£t,,  noiti  ax6T0(;,  aI6£,  XEpauvou, 
TiavTa  Ta  7rop9upovT'  £v  yGovl  azXe  vicpy). 

T^v  yap  (jL£  XTELvr^t;,  t6t£  7Tauaofi,af  r,v  Ss  [x'  a9^(;  J^fjv, 
xal  8i(xdsi(;  toutcov  5(£ipova,  xcofjLaaojxai.. 

£Xx£i  yap  [x'  6  xpaxwv  xal  aou  0£6(;,  w  tuote  TietaGEtg, 
ZeO,  Sia  xa^>t£^wv  ypuaoq  eSuc;  OaXdcpicov. 

V.64 
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AGEING 
Did  I  not  tell  you  'We  are  growing  old' 

And  'Things  that  end  all  love  draw  on  apace'? 
With  wrinkles,  grey  hair,  flesh  that  falls  in  folds, 

With  lips  bereft  of  all  their  olden  grace, 
On  wooers  and  on  flattering  vows  you  plume, 
Vain  woman — when  we  shun  you  as  the  tomb. 

A  FALLEN  BEAUTY 
Where  are  the  golden  jewels,  where  the  fame 

And  splendour  of  your  vaunted  beauty  gone? 
Your  airs,  your  lofty  mien,  your  swelling  frame, 

The  pride  of  gold  that  on  your  anklets  shone? 
Scant  food,  scant  hair,  and  tatters  round  your  feet: 
Such  is  the  end  that  flaunting  lemans  meet. 

PASSION  INVINCIBLE 

Fling  snow  and  hail  and  night  and  lightning-glare: 
Hurl  all  the  empurpled  firmament  to  earth! 

You  slay  me:  well — I  cease:  but,  if  you  spare, 
Through  wilder  terror  will  I  keep  my  mirth. 

That  power  I  feel  whose  might  you  owned  of  old, 

Zeus,  when  you  dived  through  brazen  walls  in  gold. 
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POY<DINOT 

A{jT7)  7rp6a0£v  ityj  l;paT6xpoo<;,  elap6(xao0o!;, 
eoo9upo(;,  eu[jiY)xy](;,  e'j09pu^,  eu7rX6xa(i.oc;. 

YjXXaxOr]  Ss  XP<^'^'^>»  ^'^^  Y''^P'^'->  *^^^  TroXtaiai, 
xal  vOv  Tcov  TrpoTspcav  ouS'  ovap  ouSsv  ex£'/ 

aXXoTp^at;  Si:  Tp[xa(;,  xal  ^rjadSeq  t6  7Tp6acoTrov, 
olov  Yr^pot.ay,c,  o\)Bk  ttiGtjxoc;  £X^^- 

V.  76 

nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

'"Ea^iaQ-f]  cpXoyepoTo  Trup^g  [jlevoc,  ouxeti,  xa(i,vco" 
aXXd  xaTa0vY]ax(o  ^xjxoyLZvoc,,  Hoc^tir]. 

■'/.Syj  yap  (j(,£Ta  aapxa  St,'  oaTsa  xal  cppi^fccc,  ipizei 
TrapLcpayov  daOfjiaivcov  o'jtoc;  6  Trixpoc;  "Epcoi;. 

xal  cpXo^  ev  TzkeTouc,,  ots  GupLaxa  Travra  Xafpu^'jQ, 
cpop^riq  y)7raviy]  '4^u}(£Tai  auTO{jt,dTo><;. 

V.  239 

AAHAON 

Kal  TTupl  xal  vtqjsTw  \ie,  xal,  el  ^ouXolo,  xepauvco 
pdXXe,  xal  si*;  xpY]{i.vou(;  sXxs  xal  elc,  TueXdyy]. 

Tov  ydp  dcTrauSrjaavTa  ttovol*;  xal  "EpcoTi  Sa^xevTa 
ouSs  Aio*;  Tpu/et  rcup  eTn^aXXofxevov. 

V.  168 
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CHANGED 

Her  face  was  lovely  and  her  breast  like  spring: 
Fine  hair,  fine  build,  fine  ankle,  and  fine  brow. 

What  changes  time  and  age  and  greyness  bring! 
For  not  a  wrack  of  all  is  left  her  now. 

With  borrowed  hair,  face  wrinkled  out  of  shape, 

She  shows  more  hideous  than  an  aged  ape. 


SUNKEN  FIRES 

My  glow  of  fire  is  quenched:  I  am  resigned: 

Yet  am  I  dying,  dying,  and  a-cold; 
While  love  through  all  my  flesh  &  bones  and  mind 

Creeps  roaring,  all-consuming,  uncontrolled. 
So  flame  that  burns  up  offerings  in  the  fane 
Sinks  down  unnourished,  dies,  and  chills  again. 


THE  LAST  PAIN 
Hurl  from  high  crags,  or  plunge  in  roaring  tide. 

Smite  me  with  frost  or  fire  or  thunder-stone : 
When  crushed  by  love  the  heart  hath  swooned  &  died, 

In  vain  the  very  bolts  of  Zeus  are  thrown. 
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LIFE,  TIME 

nAAAAAA 

"Orav  XoyiaiioXc,  xaTa[i.aOo)  toc  Trpayixa-ra, 
xal  rocc,  dicaLpou;;  [lexcclioXocc^  rag  toG  piou, 
ical  ^eu(jt,'  dtTTtaTov  tt^i;  ivojjLdcXou  Tuxr;*;, 
7rco(;  Toix;  TrcviQTaf;  7rXoua[o'j(;  ipyat^sTat, 
xat  Touc;  zyo^-oLQ  X9'f\\L6ixoi'^  aTTOOTepet" 
T6Te  xaT*  ^(jLauT6v  xf}  TrXavf)  axoToufxevoQ, 
{xiaco  TOC  Travra,  TTJg  a8Y;>iai;  x^P^^* 
770^(0  Tp67Tro)  yap  TCeptysvcojJLat  ty]!;  Tux'/i<;, 

7r6pv7](;  yuva(.x6<;  toix;  TpdTCOUf;  xexTY)[i.svA]?. 

X.  96 

AAHAON 

'ApyaXscoc;  9£p£Tai  rroXiog  -/^povoq'  aXXa  TrapepTrcov 
xal  9cova(;  xXstttsi  cpGs-'pfOfj.svcov  [xepoTrcov, 

xal  [17]  9ai,v6pL£VO(;  toix;  (paivofxevout;  a9avL!^ei., 
xal  (JLY)  9a(,vo[i.£vou?  s'k;  9avep6v  7rpo9£p£t,. 

CO  ^oiT^q  aopiazoc,  ev  avOpwrrotai  TeXeuTV], 
YJfjtap  £7t'  "/jii-ap  oceI  7Tp6<;  ^690v  kp-/p[iiyoiv 

IX. 499 

nAAAAAA 

SxTjvT]  TTat;  6  ^'lOQ,  xal  Traiyvtov.  t^  (i.a0£  7rat^£iv, 

TY)V  CTTTOuSfjV  (jL£Ta6£t£;,  r^  9£pS  XOL^  6B\)vccq. 

X.  72 

XPHZMOS 

TX^Gi  X£(ov  arXTjTa  TuaOwv  tetXtjoti,  0u(jlco' 
ouSelc;  dv0pco7Tcov  dStxcov  tlgiv  oux  oltvozigzi. 

IX.  527 
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AND  MORALITIES 

FORTUNE 

When  on  the  world  I  ponder  and  rehearse 

The  timeless  changes  of  our  mortal  state, 
And  fickle  Fortune's  flood  and  flood's  reverse 

That  rich  men  out  of  beggars  doth  create 
And  richest  men  of  all  their  wealth  amerce: 

Then  in  my  darkened  soul  the  world  I  hate — 
Making  my  sore  bewilderment  grow  worse — 

And  think  how  Fortune  I  may  dominate, 
Though  from  unfathomed  mystery  she  rise 
To  walk  through  life  in  all  her  harlot  guise. 

THE  BURDEN  OF  TIME 
The  burden  of  grey  time  by  heart  doth  rue. 

Time  passing  steals  the  tones  upon  the  tongue: 
Viewless,  time  sweeps  from  view  the  men  we  view, 

And  brings  to  view  the  viewless  thereamong. 
O  dateless  limit  of  this  earthly  light, 
As  day  by  day  men  move  to  endless  night! 

LIFE  I 

All  the  world's  a  stage,  a  show: 

Fling  care  away. 

And  learn  to  play, 
Or  bear  the  burden  of  thy  woe. 

COURAGE 
Suffer,  in  lion-souled  long-sufferings, 

Unsufferable  things: 
No  man  on  earth  doth  wrong  but  shall  atone, 

And  reap  as  he  hath  sown. 
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LIFE,  TIME 

nAAAAAA 

El  t6  [liXevj  S'jvarat  ti,  (i.ept(jt.va  xal  (jLsXf  Tw'oot' 
eI  Se  [J-sXel  Tcepl  aou  Saiixovi,  aol  Tt  (jleXe'/, 

ouTE  (jt,£pi(ji.vyja£i<;  8i/a  Sai(i.ovo(;,  out'  aiiekriaeiq' 
dXX'  tva  ao^  xi  (i-fXy),  Saifxovt  touto  (jleXei. 

X.  34 


HAYAOT  EIAENTIAPIOT 

Mtjte  PaOuxTsavoLO  tux'/)?  y.o\jcpiC,eo  poit^co, 
[jLTjTE  aso  Yva(jL^Y]  (ppovTic,  sXEuOspi'/jv. 

TTocc;  yap  utt'  daTaOssaat,  Pio?  TisXEfJii^ETa!.  aupatc;, 
T^  xal  TYJ  Oafxtvccx;  ocvtipleOeXx^jxevoi;. 

r)  S'  dpsTY]  axaOspov  tl  xat  aTpOTTOv,  y]Q  zm  [loxiv^q 
xufjiara  Qonpacckicxx;  ttovtottopei  Piotou. 

X.  74 


HATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

Ou  TO  ^^v  xapUaGCX-v  zyzi  9UCTIV,  olKKol  to  pT^'ai 
9povTiSa(;  ex  aTspvoiv  toc?  TToXioxpoTdtpouc' 

TCXOUTOV  E^EtV  eOeXcO  TOV  ETrdpXtOV  7)  Se  TTEpiaOT) 

0u[jl6v  dsl  xaTsSst,  ^^puaojxavyjt;  [xeXet-/]. 
EV0EV  £v  dvGpcoTTOicrW  dpEiova  TroXXdxt  SyjEig 

xal  TTEVLYjV  TtXoUTOU,  Xal  PtOTOU  GdvaTov. 

TaOxa  au  yiyvwaxcov  xpaSt7](;  I'Ouvs  xeXeuOou^, 
zlc,  (jLiav  £i(;op6cov  sXTriSa,  t7]v  aocpi'/jv. 

X.  76 
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AND  MORALITIES 

CARE 

If  caring  profits,  then  for  care  take  thought; 

But  if  God  cares  for  thee,  what  need  to  care? 
Thoughtful  or  thoughtless  art  thou,  as  God  wrought; 

And  if  thou  carest,  God's  care  worketh  there. 


GOODNESS 
When  ocean-waves  of  wealth  around  thee  roll. 

Be  calm  amid  their  noise: 
Nor  warp  thro'  care  the  freedom  of  thy  soul. 

Life's  barque  is  ever  battered  by  the  shocks 

Of  storm-winds,  lacking  poise, 

And  drives  from  side  to  side  and  wildly  rocks. 
But  righteousness  stands  fast  amid  the  strife: 

Nought  else  there  is  that  buoys 
The  soul  in  safety  through  the  seas  of  life. 

WISDOM 
Not  life  is  sweet,  but  casting  from  the  breast 

All  hoary-headed  fantasies  of  dole. 
Enough  alone  I  covet:  for  the  rest, 

The  boundless  craze  of  gold  devours  the  soul. 
So  in  the  world  full  often  shalt  thou  find 

Better  is  death  than  life  and  want  than  wealth: 
Wherefore  make  straight  the  pathways  of  thy  mind, 

Looking  to  wisdom  as  thine  only  health. 


87 


LIFE,  TIME 

KIMNArOPOT 

"Aypi  teO,  (5  SetXaie,  xevaic;  ^t*  £tc'  tX-nlai,  Ou(j.^, 

ttcottjOeic;  4'^xpcov  daaoTdtTo  vscpfojv, 
($XXoic;  (JcXX'  ^7t'  6veipa  Siaypa^'ei?  dccp^voio; 

x'nr]T6v  yap  0v7)toi(;  oxiSk  £v  auT6(jLa'rov. 
Mouafcov  aXX'  inl  Scopa  (jLet^p/eo*  Tauxa  S'  (i(i.u8pa 

el'ScoXa  ^uxYJ?  /jXejAaTOtat  [xsGeq. 

IX.  234 


AAHAON 
Xlcot;  yevofjLTjv;  ttoGsv  elfxi;  Ttvoc;  X"^?^^  '^XOov;  dcTreXOeiv. 

ouSsv  Iwv  yev6(jiY]V  ttocXiv  ^a(TO(ji,ai  ox;  7idpO(;  ^a* 

OuS^V  Xal  fJLTjSsV  TCOV  tJl,£p67T(OV  TO  y£vo<;. 

dXX'  aye  (jtoi  Bdxj(oio  9tX7jSovov  evtue  vafi.a" 
TOUTO  ydp  eaTi  xaxwv  cpdpfjtaxov  dvTiSoTov. 

X.  118 


znNA 

A6(;  (JLOi  Toux  yaiY)(;  TreTiovrjjJLevov  dSu  xutisXXov, 
d?  yev6(jt.Y;v,  xai  69'  a  xstoofx'  dcTrocpGtfxsvoi;. 

XI.  43 
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AND  MORALITIES 

DREAMING  AND  WORK 

How  long,  poor  heart  on  wings  of  hollow  hope 
Soaring  aloft,  in  chilly  cloudland  caught, 

Wilt  thou  to  dream  on  dream  of  wealth  give  scope? 
Know  that  no  good  thing  comes  to  man  unsought. 

Then  strive  for  gifts  and  graces  of  the  schools, 

And  leave  these  airy  visions  unto  fools. 


QUESTIONS 

How  was  I  born?  whence  am  I?  wherefore  come? 

What!  only  to  depart? 
How  can  I  learn?  for  knowledge  all  is  dumb. 
I  shall  be  as  I  was  before  myJ^irth: 

From  nought  my  life  did  start: 
Nought  is  the  race  of  man  and  nothing  worth. 
Then  from  the  beaker  be  the  wine-flood  hurled: 

This  only  cheers  the  heart. 
And  works  against  the  venom  of  the  world. 


THE  WINE  CUP 

Let  my  boon  cup  be  made  of  earth- 
Whence  came  I  at  my  birth, 
Whereunder  likewise  I  must  lie, 
When  I  shall  die. 
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nAAAAAA 
*H^pa  XeTixaX^ov  (xuxT7)p60ev  dcfXTrvetovre;; 

^coofjtev,  7)eX[ou  Xa(j[,7raSa  Sepx.o[i.evot, 
TravTsc;  oaoi  ^to[xev  xaxa  t6v  [Btov  opyava  8'  £ct{x£v, 

aupatc;  ^(x)0'y6>joiq  TTVEUfxara  Sex"^^!^^'^'"'"'- 
el  8i  TiQ  ouv  oXtyyjv  7raXa[jt."jQ  a9LY^£(.ev  aOT(JL'A)v, 

4iuxV  c^Xrjaa?  ei?  'AtSiQV  xaTayet. 
oGtcoc;  ouSsv  E6vTe(;,  aYY]vopLr)  Tp£96(i,ea0a, 

TTvoiY^i;  e^  6Xiy/](;  -qipot.  Poax6(jL£voi. 

X.  75 

nAAAAAA 

natyv!,6v  iaxi  Tu^iQi;  [xepoTTcov  ^toc;,  oixTpof;,  ocXtjt/ji;, 
TcXouTou  xal  7revt7](;  [xeaaoGt,  psfxpofxevot;. 

xal  Toix;  (i,ev  xarayouaa  TraXiv  acpoLipriBov  asipst, 
Tou<;  8'  (XTTO  Tcov  vsq^sXcov  eli;  'AtSyjv  xaxaysi. 

X.80 

nAAAAAA 

TtTTTs  (JLaT7)v,  avOpcoTTE,  Tzovzic,  xal  Travra  Tapaoaet(;, 
xXirjpco  SouXeucov  tw  xaxa  Tr]v  ysvsaiv; 

TOUTOi  aauTov  acpet;,  tco  8a[(j,ov(.  (i.Y)  9t.Xov£tx£i' 
ay^v  Ss  'u\)-/rpJ  axepytov  riGuyir^v  aydcTra. 

{xaXXov  £Tc'  £UcppoauvY]v  Se  Pta^eo,  xal  Trapa  [xotpyjv, 
el  SuvaTov,  tj^^X"^^  T£p7rofji£V7]v  (jieTayeiv.. 

X.  77 
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AND  MORALITIES 

THE  BREATH  OF  LIFE 

We,  through  our  nostrils  breathing  air  refined 

Do  live  and  look  upon  the  lamp  of  day: 
Yea,  all  who  live  are  vessels  for  the  wind, 

Harps  for  the  breath  that  giveth  life  to  play. 
The  hand  that  chokes  a  little  draught  of  air 

Doth  steal  the  soul  and  send  it  down  to  death : 
So  men  are  nought,  yet  on  vainglory  fare. 

Feeding  upon  a  slender  gale  of  breath. 


CHANCE 

Our  pitiful  homeless  life  is  the  plaything  of  chance, 
Spinning  from  riches  to  want,  as  seemeth  her  well : 

Some  from  the  earth  she  tosses  aloft  to  dance, 

Some  from  the  clouds  of  heaven  she  flingeth  to  hell. 


RESIGNATION 
Why  toil  in  vain,  O  man,  and  vex  thy  state, 

Slave  of  the  fortune  falling  at  thy  birth? 
Resign  thyself,  nor  fight  against  God's  fate: 

Be  calm,  and  take  in  peace  thy  lot  on  earth. 
Else  force  thy  doom  to  gladness,  and  create, 

If  may  be,  for  thyself  undestined  mirth. 
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AAHAON 
OOSiv  cx[jLapTYjaa(;  Yev6[jLy)v  rrapa  twv  [le  Tex6vTCiV 

Yevv-/]Oel(;  B'  6  xdtXai;  ^p/o(jLa(.  zlq  'AtS-^v. 
CO  [JLt^tc;  yovfcjv  0avaT/]96pO(;'  o'i  (Jiot  dcvaYxrjc;, 

7^  (i.e  7rpo(;7reXaa£i  Toi  aTuyspoi  OavaTco. 
ouSev  ^wv  Yev6[ji'/)V  TrdXtv  eaaofxat,  oic,  Tidpoc;,  ou8£v' 

ouS^v  xal  [lYjS^v  Twv  {jLep67rcov  t6  y£voc;. 
XoiTTOv  (jLoi  t6  xutcsXXov  dcTTOCTTtXPciiaov,  ^TaTpe* 
XuTDQc;  vwSuviav  t6v  Bp6}xtov  Tcdpexe. 

VII.  339 
nAAAAAA 
Aaxpux^cov  Y£v6(JL7]v,  xal  Saxpuaat;  aTroOvifjaxw 

Sdxpuai  8'  Iv  TToXXotc;  t6v  (Biov  eupov  oXov. 
&  yivoc;  dcvGptoTCCov  TroXuSdxpuTov,  do0ev£(;,  olxTp6v, 
aup6fjievov  xaxd  yr^q,  xal  SiaXu6p(,evov. 

X.84 
lOTAIOY  nOAYAINOT 
'EXTrlf;  del  Pi6tou  xX^tctsi  }(p6vov  r)  TTDfxdT/]  8^ 
Yjw?  TOLC,  TToXXdc;  ^cpGaaev  daxoXtac;. 


IX.  8 


ANAKPEONTOS 

Ou  [loi  [jLsXei  rd  Tuyzoi, 
Tou  SapSicov  dvaxTO?, 
OU0'  aipset  [It  xP^cy6(;, 
oux  alv^oi  Tupdvvou?' 

l[i.ol  (jtsXst  (jLUpOlCTl 
XaTaPpS^St^'  UTTTjVYjV 

e[i.ol  (jleXel  p68oi.at 
xaTaoTsoetv  xdpvjva. 
TO  aTjjjLspov  [jieXei  (xoi* 
TO  8'  auptov  Ti?  olSev; 


XI.  47 
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AND  MORALITIES 

DESPAIR 

With  soul  all  sinless  came  I  from  my  sires, 

Yet  move  I  to  destruction  through  my  birth. 
O  deathful  wedlock,  doom  of  whose  desires 

Doth  sweep  me  down  to  death  beneath  the  earth! 
From  nought  my  being  is,  to  nought  retires; 

Nought  is  the  life  of  man  and  nothing  worth. 
Then  fill  me  high  the  flashing  cup,  whose  fires 

Perchance  may  turn  my  mourning  into  mirth. 

TEARS  OF  LIFE 
Born  with  shedding  of  tears,  with  falling  of  tears  I  die; 

Life  I  have  found  in  tears  all  the  length  of  my  day. 
0  for  the  tearful,  powerless,  pitiful  race  of  man, 
Stormwise  over  the  earth  whirling  and  passing 
away. 

HOPE  AND  DEATH 

Hope  ever  steals  our  life;  but  at  the  last 
There  comes  a  morn  when  trouble  all  is  past. 

TO-DAY 

Nought  care  I  for  Gyges'  lot — 

All  the  King  of  Sardis  won — 
Golden  glitter  draws  me  not. 

Praise  for  princes  I  have  none. 
All  my  heart  is  in  the  scent 

Sprayed  in  dew  upon  my  face. 
All  my  heart  on  roses  bent, 

Roses  round  my  head  to  place. 
From  to-day  my  joy  I  borrow: 
Who  knows  aught  about  the  morrow? 
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nAAAAAA 

Nuxt6c;  a7rep/o(jL£v7]i;  Yevv(o(i.£Ga  "^[Jiap  in  vifxap, 

TOU  TrpOT^pOU  pL(jTOU  (JLTjS^V  i'/OVTZQ  ^Tt, 

aXXoTptcoOsvTEf;  TTJf;  iyi)caiv7iQ  SioLyoiyyiq, 
TOU  XoiTTou  Se  p^ou  aY](jiepov  apx6(ji.Evoi. 

y.ri  Totvuv  Xeyc  oaurov  SToiv,  TipEafiuTa,  Treptaowv, 
Tciv  yap  arreXOovxtov  a7)[ji,spov  ou  (i.eT£}(ei(;. 

X.  79 


AFAGIOT 

Tov  OavaTOv  tl  9o[3eta0£,  tov  ■r]a\j'/ifl^  ysvETY^pa, 
t6v  TTauovTa  voctouc;  xal  ttevitjc;  68uva(;; 

{jLOUvov  ocTra^  0v7]ToTg  TrapaytyvsTai,  ouSs  ttot'  auT6v 
elSev  Tig  GvYjTcov  SeuTspov  epj(6(i.£vov 

at  8k  v6aot,  TroXXal  xal  TroixiXat,  (5cXXot'  Itt'  (5cXXov 
ep;(6(jievat,  Ovyjtcov,  xal  [XETaPaXXofxevai. 

X.  69 


nAAAAAA 

nXoug  acpaXepoc;  to  Cfjv  xe'-M'°'^'^{^^'^°^  T^P  ^"^  ai->'rt?> 
TToXXaxt  vauYjycov  TCTaiopiev  olxTpoTspa. 

T7]v  Ss  Tu^vjv  Pi6Toto  xuPepv/jTEtpav  ^x^vtec;, 
6)(;  £7rl  TOU  TTEXayouc;,  (xy.<^i^o'Xoi  tcXeojjlev' 

ol  (JLEV  etc'  £U7rXotY]v,  ol  S'  £(j!.TraXiv  aXX'  a[xa  TiavTEg 
e'k;  Eva  TOV  xaTa  y^t;  opptov  dT:Epx6[jL£0a. 

X.  65 
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THE  PAST 
The  night  goes:  we  are  born  from  day  to  day, 
And  all  the  former  life  has  passed  away. 
Sundered  from  yesterday  we  know  it  not, 
Since  time  to-day  begins  afresh  our  lot. 
Deem  not  thyself,  then,  weighted  down  with  eld: 
For  of  thy  past  nothing  to-day  is  held. 

DEATH 

Why  fear  ye  death,  the  father  of  sweet  peace. 
Who  brings  release 
From  sickness  and  the  pangs  of  penury? 

Once  only  to  a  mortal  can  he  come; 
This  is  the  sum: 
Twice  hath  he  ne'er  been  seen  by  mortal  eye. 

But  sickness  cometh  strange  and  manifold: 
No  time  is  told; 
And  in  a  thousand  shapes  it  passeth  by. 

THE  VOYAGE  OF  LIFE 

Life  is  a  perilous  voyage:  storms  may  whelm 
And  wreck  us  like  poor  mariners  past  avail: 

Chance  is  the  steersman  standing  at  the  helm, 
And  wind  and  wave  beset  us,  as  we  sail. 

Fair  passage  some,  foul  others  doth  befall; 

Yet  death's  one  haven  shall  receive  us  all. 


95 


LIFE,  TIME 


nAAAAAA 

TTjv  6^uT'/]Ta  TOU  ;(p6vou  TrevBrjoaxe. 
ruieiQ  xa0£(;^6(jLea0a  xal  xoifxcopteOa, 
jXOxOouvTec;  ^  Tpu9covT£(;'  6  Se  xp^^vot;  rpiy^zi, 
Tp^j^et  xaO'  -yjjjLcov  tcov  TaXatTrwpcov  [3poTwv, 
<p£pcov  ^xaaxou  tw  piw  >caTaaTpo9'/)v. 

X.  81 


AFAGIOY  EXOAAETIKOY 

'Hi'Geok;  oux  ^gtl  T6ao(;  tuovo?,  6717^6001;  tjjjLiv 

Tat(;  dcTaXo^'oy^oi,?  ^XP'^^  G'/jXuTspat^. 
Totf;  [jiEV  yap  T:ap£aat.v  6[XY]X[.xe(;,  ol?  ra  {xepifjivr)? 

(JeXyea  (jLuOeuvrat  90£Y(jt.aTt  OapaaXEcp, 
Tratyvioc  t'  a(ji9i£7rouat  TrapTQyopa,  xal  xar'  aYuta(; 

TrXdc^ovTai  Ypa9tScov  xp^jjiaai  p£(i,|36{i.evoi,* 
':^[i,Tv  8'  ouS^  9ao(;  Xeuctcteiv  0£(i,i,(;,  aXXa  [XEXaOpoi? 

xpuTCT6(jL£0a,  ^09£paTc;  9povTiat  TY]x6(jL£vat. 

V.297 
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TIME  AND  LIFE 

O  for  the  joy  of  life — 

How  brief  its  space! 
O  for  the  woe  of  time — 

How  swift  his  race! 
Our  ease  we  take  awhile: 

We  sleep  at  need, 
Toiling  or  revelling, 

But  time  doth  speed — 
Speed  onward  to  the  doom 

Of  hapless  man. 
Bringing  for  each  alike 

End  of  his  span. 


MAN'S  LIFE  AND  WOMAN'S 
No  ills  of  man  in  measure  ever  reach 

Those  ills  which  tender-hearted  woman  bears. 
Men  have  their  friends  to  whom  in  fearless  speech 

They  tell  the  story  of  their  woes  and  cares: 
Games  too  they  have  for  solace:  and  they  roam 

Bedizened  through  the  streets  in  robes  that  shine: 
While  we,  denied  the  sunlight,  pent  at  home 

Are  left  with  darkened  thoughts  alone  to  pine. 
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AILQnOT 

Iltoc;  Ttc;  (5cv£u  Oavarou  ae  9UY01,  pU;  (jtupta  ydcp  aeu 
Xuypa'  xal  outs  rp'oyeX'^  E\)\ia.piq,  oute  9£petv. 

■^Bioi  [ikv  yap  aou  xa  (puasi  xaXdt,  yala,  OdtXaaaa, 
6caTpa,  azk-fivocific,  xuxXa  xal  yjeXCou' 

T(5cXXa  8^  TravTa  96^01  te  xal  (StXyea'  x'i^v  ti  tt^O-^  tic; 
^a8X6v,  d{xoiPa^7]v  IxSI/exai  N^pteatv. 

X.  123 

nAAAAAA 

Triq  ZTii^riv  yu^voc;,  yu^v6(;  0'  U7r6  yatav  6t7reL(i,i* 

xal  Ti  fxaTTjv  (jLoj^Oo),  yu[i,v6v  opcov  t6  t^Xoi;; 

X.  58 

lOTAIOT  nOATAINOT 

El  y.al  CT£u  TToXu^covot;  ael  7r[[j.7rXy)ai,v  olxoxjolc, 
7^  96(3o«;  £u;(0[jLevcov,  7^  y^onpic,  eu^afxevcov, 

Zeu  Ti-/epi/]q  icpenoiv  tepov  ttsSov,  dXXa  xal  '/][iioi\f 
xXOOi,  xal  d^'s^Ss^  veuaov  uTroaxECTiy], 

T^St]  (JLOt,  ^£VtY](;  Elvai  TTEpa?,  £V  Si  [/,£  TTdTp-jQ 

^coEtv,  T(ov  8oXtx<^v  TiauadfXEvov  xafxaxtov. 

IX.  7 
AOYKIANOY 

*Qc;  T£0vy;^6(jl£vo(;  tcov  awv  dyaOcov  d7r6Xau£, 

ax;  §£  3t.coo6[jL£VO(;  9£t8£0  aoiv  xTEavcov. 
ECTTi  S'  dv7]p  CT096(;  oSto?,  8?  (5c(j,9(o  raura  voifjoai; 

9£lSot  xal  80L7Z(XVfl  {JLEXpOV  S9Y)p(Jt,6CTaTO. 

X.26 
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MISERY 

How,  save  only  by  death,  from  thee,  0  life,  can  I  flee? 

Thousand  evils  are  thine,  grievous  to  bear  or  shun. 
What  though  the  beauties  of  earth  be  sweet,  the  land 
and  the  sea, 

Lovely  the  stars  in  heaven,  lovely  the  moon  and  sun, 
All  is  fear  and  sorrow  besides:  or  if  good  there  be, 

Balance  and  vengeance  of  ill  maketh  it  all  undone. 

VANITY 

Naked  I  reached  the  world  at  birth. 
Naked  I  pass  beneath  the  earth : 
Why  toil  I,  then,  in  vain  distress, 
Seeing  the  end  is  nakedness? 

HOME 

Though  thousand  voices  din  upon  your  ear. 

Prayers  of  distress  or  thanks  for  answered  prayer, 

Zeus,  lord  of  Scheria's  plain,  deign  yet  to  hear 
And  grant  good  favour  to  the  oath  I  swear, 

That  I  may  live  at  home,  this  stranger  soil 

Abandoned,  and  make  end  of  all  my  toil. 

USE  OF  MONEY 
As  bound  to  die,  take  joy  of  all  you  own: 

As  bound  to  live,  be  sparing  of  your  treasure. 
Wise  is  the  man  who,  both  rules  rightly  known. 

Saving  and  spending  blends  in  fitting  measure. 
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AOTKIANOY 
nXouToc;  6  tTic,  4^oy7)<;  TrXouToq  \i6voc,  IotIv  iXr^Orjc;, 

T(5cXXa  8'  ^x^"-  ^^TT/^v  TiXetova  twv  XTcavcov. 
Tov  8^  TToXuKTsavov  xal  TrXo'jat^v  £aTt  8i>catov 
xXfjC^'-^^,  oq  /pyjaOat  ToTt;  dcyaOotc;  Suva-rai,. 
eI  S£  Tig  ev  ^■f](poiQ  xaTaTTjxeTat,  litXXov  Itt'  6cXXcp 

CTcopeusLv  a'lel  ttXoutov  l7T£iYO[jt.£vog, 
ouTOt;  oTTOia  [jtsXiaaa  TToXuTp'/jTott;  evl  at[ji.,3Xoi,? 
(ji,o;(0irja£i,,  exepcov  SpETTTOfjLsvojv  to  [xsXt. 

X.41 
AAESnOTON 
''H  Mzoc,,  aXXa  izivqq'  vuv  y/jpcov  7TXouai6(;  sifjif 

CO  (xovot;  ex  ttocvtcov  oixTpo;;  ev  ix[i(poTipoiq' 
6q  TOTe  [JL£V  ypriaQy.i  Suvaa-/]v,  ottot'  ou8^  Sv  el/ov, 
vuv  8'6tc6t£  yp'^aOat,  (j.r^  Suvauai,  tot'  e/^^- 

IX.  138 
HAAAAAA 
nXoi)TeT(;;  xal  zi  to  Xoittov;  dcTrep/ofxevoc  (jieTa  aauTou 

TOV  ttXoutov  axipzic,  tie,  aopov  cXxofjicvoc;; 
TOV  ttXoutov  auvayeig  SaTravcov  ypovov  ou  8  jvaaai  8^ 
^coTJi;  CTCopeucai.  [xsTpa  TreptaaoTepa. 

X.60 

xPHSMos  THs  nreiAs 

*  Ayvoc  elc,  Te(i.evo(;'xa6apou,  ^sve,  Satjjiovof;  epyou 

^\jyj]v,  vufjLcpaiou  vapiaTog  ai|/aijis"Jog' 
a)C  ayaGoii;  xeiTai  (Sai'^  "Xi^onq'  av8pa  Se  9auXov 
ou8'  av  6  Tcoic,  vi^cci  vaaaaiv  'Clxzccvoc;. 

XIV. 71 
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AND  MORALITIES 

TRUE  RICHES 

True  wealth  is  none  but  wealth  of  mind  alone: 

All  other  treasure  brings  but  pain  the  more. 
He  does  in  truth  abundant  riches  own 

Who  knows  the  right  enjoyment  of  his  store: 
But  he  who  spends  his  strength  to  count  and  count, 

Striving  to  heap  up  soaring  piles  of  gold, 
Is  like  the  bees,  whose  honeycomb  may  mount, 

But  all  whose  honey  is  by  others  polled. 

YOUTH   AND  WEALTH 

Poor  in  my  youth,  rich  in  my  age,  and  fraught 

With  misery  in  both  my  lot. 
When  wealth  had  brought  enjoyment,  I  had  naught: 

Now,  having  wealth,  enjoy  it  not. 

WEALTH 

Art  wealthy? — And  hereafter? — When  thou  goest, 
Wilt  sweep  thy  wealth  within  thy  coffin-boards? 

Thou  spendest  life  to  save  the  wealth  thou  showest, 
Nor  canst  thou  pile  thy  years  with  added  hoards. 

THE  PYTHIAN  ORACLE 

Come  pure  in  heart  before  this  hallowed  fane, 

Your  hands  fresh  sprinkled  with  the  fountain  spray: 

Few  drops  the  good  need;  but  a  foul  soul's  stain 
All  ocean's  water  shall  not  wash  away. 
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LIFE,  TIME 
AOTKIANOr 

ou  T^Tozic,  8k.  Oeou(;,  ouS^  XoYi.^6(ievo(;. 


X.27 


lOTAIANOT  AirrnTIOY 

Outtot'  iyik  ycpu^eic,  U7r6  jruOfx^va  veiarov  Qd'f]c, 
t6(tctov,  oaov  >cpu(|/ai  rravaxoTrov  6\i\j.'x  A'/xy]^. 

VII.  580 


BHLANTINOT 

"Q  iioi  sywv  T^P'/]^  xal  yripoLoq  ouXofjtevoio" 
Tou  [JL£v  £7rep)(0(X£vou,  Trie,  B'  6(.7:ovic!a(x.[iiv't]C,. 

IX. 118 


lOTAIOT  nOATAINOT 

UoXXoLXic,  £u^a[j(,£vcp  {J.01,  a£l  QuyLriptq  iSoixccc, 
TEXptap  axujjLtxvTou,  Z£u  7raT£p,  £U7rXot'A]c;* 

8ci>7)(;  pLot  xal  toutov  ixi  ttXoov,  tjSs:  aacoaaii; 
■J^St],  xal  xajjidcTOiv  6pji,[.aov  £l(;  Xi[jL£va(;. 

olxoq  xat,  TrdcTpY)  Plotou  xo^P'-'^'  ^^  ^^  7r£p!,aaai 
9POvtl8£(;  dvGpwTuoK;  ou  ^loc,,  aXXa  7r6vO(;. 

IX.  9 
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AND  MORALITIES 

SIN 

The  sin  thou  art  about 
May  peradventure  'scape  the  eye  of  man: 
Yet  God  shall  find  thee  out 
For  all  thy  pondered  plan. 

JUSTICE 

Hide  me  beneath  earth's  nethermost  abyss: 
There  is  no  deep  where  I  may  lie 

Beyond  the  ken  of  Justice,  or  may  miss 
The  search  of  her  all-seeing  eye. 

LAMENT 

Wellaway!  Ahwellaway! 
Goodly  youth  and  foul  decay: 

Age  that  neareth, 

Youth  that  veereth, 
Veereth  passing  far  away! 

THE  LAST  VOYAGE 
Father,  who  ever,  at  mine  often  prayer, 
Didst  grant  me  sign  of  stormless  voyage  fair^ 
Grant  now  one  voyage  more,  and  safely  keep 
To  that  last  haven  where  all  sorrows  sleep. 
Country  and  home  are  sweet:  but  overstress 
Of  trouble  is  not  life,  but  weariness. 
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ANTIOIAOT   BTZANTIOT 

T6X[jLa,  veoiv  dpy/jv^,  (au  yap  Hp6iJ.ov  '/jopao  tt^vtou, 
y.od  ^\jy^y.q  avSpwv  xepSsai-v  yjpsOiaac;) 

oTov  ^TEXT/jvco  86Xt.ov  ^uXov,  olov  ivriycoiq 
dcv0pco7rot,(;  GavdcTOj  xspSo?  ^Xcy/6(jlevov; 

■?iv  ovTcot;  (jLepoTTWv  xpuaeov  ybjoq,  e-jt'  octt^  yipoox) 
Tr]X60ev,  dx;  'AtSyjf;,  7r6vTO(;  aTrspX^TreTO. 

IX.  29 

AAHAON 

Tittt'  l[i.^  TTjv  av£(xotai,v  aXcoaifjiov,  r)Xe^  t^xtov, 
TifjvSe  TTiTuv  T£u;(£!.^  v'^a  GaXaGCTOTTopov; 

01)8'  oicovov  iSzLGccQ:  o  Tot  Bop£"A](;  [i  IStco^ev 
sv  j(0ovL"  7TC0(;  avEpLOuc  cpEU^optat,  £V  TTEXayEt,; 

IX.  376 


nosEiAinnoY,  d  Se  haatdnos 

KHMIKOT 

rLoiTjv  T!,(;  PioTOio  TdcjjLot,  Tpipov;  etv  aYopyj  ijlev 

VELXEa  xal  xaXsTcai  Tupyj^tsc;"  sv  Ss  Boiioic, 
cppowiBzq'  Ev  8'  aYpoT(;  xa[jidcT(ov  aXtq*  sv  Ss  GaXaaaTj 

zccp^oQ'  knl  ^E[vy]<;  8',  v^v  [jLev  exY]?  '^t-,  Sso;;. 
T^v  8'  omopfic.,  avt7)j56v.  exek;  yapiov;  oux  a(jt,£pi(i.vo<; 

saCTEat,.  ou  yajxEEit;;  Z,fic,  et'  Ep'/jfjiOTEpo;;. 
Tsxvoc,  Tcovo'/  TTYjpcoai?,  ocTTaic;  [3iO(;.  al  veottjte? 

oicppovzq'  at  TToXial  8'  sfXTraXiv  dSpavsEt;. 
TJv  apa  toTv8e  8uocv  kvbq  cc'ipzaiq.  7]  to  yEvsaOat. 

(jly]8£7uot',  7)  TO  GavETv  auTLxa  tixtojaevov. 
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AND  MORALITIES 

SEAFARING 
Maker  of  ships,  Adventure,  who  began 

Seafaring  ways  and  fired  man's  heart  for  gain, 
How  those  hewn  timbers  failed  you!  how  your  plan 

For  profit  death  has  countered  on  the  main! 
That  was  the  golden  age  when  from  the  land 
Far  seen  the  ocean,  even  as  hell,  was  banned. 

A  PINE  WINDFALLEN 

The  winds  have  caught  me  in  their  quest 

And  on  a  fallen  pine  tree  gloat: 
Why,  witless  woodman,  fashionest 

My  timber  for  a  sailing  boat? 

Hast  thou  no  fear  of  such  presage? 

On  land  the  northern  hurricane 
Assailed  me,  and  when  tempests  rage 

How  shall  I  'scape  them  on  the  main? 

PESSIMISM 

What  path  has  life  to  follow?  In  the  mart 

Is  strife  and  hardened  dealing.  Joy  has  left 
The  town,  and  rest  the  country.  Dread  at  heart 

In  seafare,  and  in  travel  fear  of  theft. 
To  want  is  pain:  to  wed,  woe  unrelieved: 

To  live  unwedded,  weary  loneliness. 
Children  are  trouble:  childless  is  bereaved: 

And  youth  is  wildness,  age  is  helplessness. 
This  is  the  choice — whether  'twere  better  worth 
Not  to  be  born,  or  born  to  die  at  birth. 
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LIFE,  TIME 

MHTPOAQPOT 

ITavToirjv  pt6Toto  Tafxotc;  Tpt^ov.  elv  iyopyi  [ikM 

xoSea  xal  Trtvural  Trprj^tsi;*  Iv  8t  86[XO!,(; 
(itfiTraufi,' •  iv  8'  dypoti;  Ouatoc;  /apt,!;'  I:v  Si  OaXdccroy) 

KEpSoi;.  ^ttI  ^£iv7)g,  v^v  [i.£v  ^XY]?  Tt,  xX£o(;" 
y)v  S'  dcTTop^i;,  [jl6voi;  olSac;.  ^/eic;  Ya;i,ov;  olycoq  &piaxoq 

eaazTcci'  ou  yafxeeti;;  ^fiq  ix'  eXa9p6Tepov. 
rlxva,  7r60O(;'  (JtqspovTtg  (JcTratq  P^ot;.  al  ve6T7]Te£; 

pco[iOLki<xi'  TcoXiat  S'  £(jL7raX!.v  £ua£,3lo^. 
oux  (5cpa  T(ov  Staacov  ev6(;  ccipeaiq,  9}  to  yEVEaOat 

[jlyj^ettot',  9]  t6  0av£tv  TcavTa  yap  laOXa  Ptw. 

IX.  360 
HAAAAAA 

'AvSpocpovqj  aaOpov  uapa  TEt^LOv  utcvcoovti 
vuxTO?  sTctCTTTJvai  yaal  SdcpaTTiv  ovap, 

xal  ypTjafJLOjSrjaa!."  xaTaxEtijiEVOc;  ouTot;,  dvtaTco, 
xal  xoifxco  (jLETapdg,  oj  Td>.a(;,  aXXa^oOt. 

6q  Bk  StOTTViaOslg  (jleteP'/]'  to  8k  aaOpov  exeTvo 

TE!.}(^OV  E^aiCpVT]!;  EuOug  EXEITO  yjX[l7l. 

acocTToa  S'  ecoGev  eGue  Oeoi^  /aipcov  6  xaxoupyof;, 
T^SsaOat  vo[i,ic7a^  tov  Oeov  dvSpo96voi(;. 

StXk'  6  SdpaTTK;  e^P'^cts  TrdXiv,  Sid  vuxTOt;  STTiaTdi;* 
XYjSEaGai  [iz  Soxeic,,  aOXiE,  tcov  dStxcav: 

El  [17]  vuv  aE  {XE07]xa  0av£iv,  OdvaTov  [i,£v  aXuTCOv 
vuv  EcpuyEi;,  aTaupw  8'  taQi  9i)XaTT6jJLEV0(;. 

IX.  378 
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AND  MORALITIES 

OPTIMISM 

All  paths  has  life  to  follow.  In  the  mart 

Repute  and  clever  dealing.  In  the  town 
Peace,  beauty  in  the  country.  Gains  are  part 

Of  seafare:  travel  wins  for  wealth  renown. 
Want  may  be  hidden.  If  you  wed,  then  home 

Is  best:  unwedded  life  is  lightsomeness. 
Children  are  joy:  childless  may  careless  roam: 

And  youth  is  lusty,  age  is  made  to  bless. 
Not  to  be  born,  or  born  to  die?  The  strife 
Lies  not  between  these:  all  is  good  in  life. 

A  FELON'S  ESCAPE 
A  murderer  sleeping  by  a  crumbling  wall 

Beheld,  they  say,  Serapis  in  a  dream, 
Who  warned  him — 'Rise,  good  fellow,  at  my  call 

And  take  your  rest  elsewhere, as  best  may  seem.' 
Waking  he  changed  his  place,  and  in  a  trice 

The  crumbling  wall  fell  down  in  ruin  sheer. 
At  dawn  he  rendered  cheerful  sacrifice, 

For  murder  must  please  heaven,  as  was  most  clear. 
But  in  the  night  Serapis  spake  again:  — 

'Think  not  that  I  guard  evil  lives  from  loss. 
'From  death  I  kept  you,  death  without  a  pain, 

'But  you  are  saved  for  death  upon  the  cross.' 
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LIFE,  TIME 

ATAGIOY  SXOAASTIKOY 

eiq  TocpXav 
*E^6(xevo(;  [itv  TyjSe  Trap'  zxiXoCiyyi  xpomi^yi 

Tiatyvia  xtVYjaetg  TspTiva  ^oXoxtutc'/a;?. 
(jLTjTS  8s  v!,xr]aa(;  txeyaAi^so,  (jivjt'  aTroX£!,90el? 

a/vuao,  TTjv  oXiyyjv  (j(,£[i,96(jL£VO(;  [ioXt^a. 
xal  yap  IttI  ofxixpoLat  v6oi;  Sicc^pcciveTcci  avSp6(;' 
xai,  x\)^oq  ayyiXkei  ^ivdoc,  lxe9poouvY)(;. 

IX.  767 

ArA0IOT  SXOAASTIKOY 

elc,  TO  auTo 
Haiyvia  (jlsv  tocSs  TravTa"  Tu/"/)!;  S'  ETspdrpoTroc;  6p[i,r) 

Tat(;  oCkoyoiQ  TauTatt;  spLcpepsTai,  [3oX[a!,v. 
xal  ppoTEOu  [BioTOu  acpccXepbv  (jt,t[i,'/)[j.a  voYjasit;, 
vuv  (JL£V  uTiepPaXXcov,  vuv  8'  aTroXetTropLsvof;. 
aiV£OfX£V  Sy]  X£tVOV,  8(;  Iv  ^lotw  texu^co  te 
XapfxaTi  xal  XuTry)  (xsTpov  efpTgopLoaaTO. 

IX. 768 

AE^NIAOT  AAEHANAPEnS 

"AXXo?  dcTTo  CTTaXixcov,  6  S'  octt:'  y]ipoQ,  6c,  8'  oltzo  ttovtou 

EuTToXi,  aol  ~£fj(.TU£i  Scopa  y£V£6Xi8ia. 
dXX'  £[jL£0£v  S£^at,  Moua£wv  ctti/ov,  oq-k;  £<;  abl 

{JLI[JLV£(.,  xal  cptXtYjt;  orj^ia,  xal  £uti.a0t7]?. 

VI.  325 


io8 


AND  MORALITIES 

DICING 

Sit  by  the  board  here  with  its  polished  stones, 
And  make  a  pleasant  game  of  dicing  throws: 

No  vaunt,  if  victor:  in  defeat,  no  groans. 
Nor  anger  with  the  caster,  if  luck  goes. 

For  little  things  prove  testing  of  the  soul, 

And  dice  report  your  depth  of  self-control. 


DICING 
It  is  mere  sport,  and  changing  fortune  sways 

In  these  dumb  counters  with  their  dull  retort. 
Note  how  they  copy  life's  uncertain  ways, 

Now  overshooting  and  now  falling  short. 
A  man  who  in  his  life,  as  in  his  game. 
Aright  fits  pain  and  pleasure,  wins  good  name. 


A  BIRTHDAY 

Others  may  bring  you  for  your  birthday-time 
Gifts  from  the  air  or  sea  or  garden's  store: 

But  I  will  send  you  this  more  lasting  rhyme 
To  mark  our  friendship  and  our  lettered  lore. 
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AEDNIAOT  AAEHANAPE^S 

"AXXot;  [jl^v  xpuaxaXXov,  6  B*  (ipyupov,  ol  8k  TorcdtCoui; 

7r£(jn|'0uaLv,  ttXoutou  8copa  yeveOXiSta. 
aXX'  I'S',  'AyptTTTTivy],  8\)o  Sioxiyx  ^xouvov  Lacoaa{;, 

dpxoofjLai,  8a)pot.(;,  a  906vo^  ou  Safxaaei. 

VI.  329 

AOTKIAAOT 
Tac,  Tpt^ac;,  w  NtxuXXa,  Ttvst;  pdcTTTetv  as  Xiyoxiai"^, 
aq  au  [jLeXatvoTocTac;  e^  dcyopaf;  ETrptco. 

XI.  68 
AOTKIAAOT 

Ttjv  xecpaXyjv  ^oLTZTZiq,  to  8s  yvjpat;  outtote  Pai|;£i(;, 

ouSe  Trapetacov  exTavuaeic;  p'oiiScx.q. 
jjiY)  TOtvuv  TO  TrpoacoTTOV  ocTiav  ^'t-M-'^Q^  xaTdcTrXaTTs, 

(ogTS  TrpoacoTTsTov,  xou/l  TrpoacoTiov  £}(eiv. 

ouSsv  yap  ttXsov  iaii.  tl  [lawsai;  outtots  9uxo£; 

xal  ^lyLXjdoc,  Tsu^st,  ttjv  'Exa^igv  'EXsv/jv. 

XI.  408 
AAESnOTON 

'Av  mpikeiapQfi  (jitxpov  sv  ayysatv  YjSeof;  otvou, 

£i(;  o^u  TpsTTSTat  touto  to  XeiTTOfjievov. 
ouTco  aTravTXTjaaf;  tov  oXov  ^tov,  e'k;  (3a0u  8*  eXGwv 
y^pat;  6  7T:pea[3uTy)(;,  yLyvsTat  6^uxoXo<;. 

IX.  127 
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AND  MORALITIES 

A  BIRTHDAY 
For  birthday  gift 
Crystal  or  silver  or  a  beryl  stone 

Well  with  a  giver's  wealth  may  chime: 
But  I  make  shift 
With  that  which  envy  cannot  long  to  own — 
A  short  and  simple  verse  in  rhyme. 

DYED  HAIR 

Who  says,  Nicylla,  that  you  dye  your  hair? 
Those  raven  locks — you  bought  them  at  the  fair. 

ARTIFICIAL  YOUTH 

You  dye  your  hair:  you  cannot  dye  your  years, 
Nor  smooth  your  wrinkles  out — an  idle  task: 

For  though  your  face  a  flat  enamel  smears. 
Your  face  is  gone,  and  for  it  stands  a  mask. 

Rouge  and  enamel — cannot  folly  learn? — 

A  Hecuba  into  Helen  never  turn. 

AGE 
A  drain  of  wine  left  standing  in  the  cup 

Turns  bitter  with  the  passing  hour; 
So  when  his  wine  of  life  is  drunken  up. 

An  old  man's  temper  turns  to  sour. 
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AAIIAON 

El'  Ttq  (JcTia^  yhy-OLC,  TcdLki  SeuTcpa  X£xTpa  Stwxei, 
vauY)Y6<;  ttXcoei  8l(;  Pu06v  apyaX^ov. 

IX. 133 


MAPKOT  APTENTAPIOY 

'Ap)(aiY)  auvSsiTrvs,  xa7r-/]X!,xa  (jtsxpa  9i,X£uaa, 
euXaXs,  TrpTjuyeXwc;,  eucttoijls,  (jiaxpo^apu^, 

aiev  iiiriQ  Tzeviriq  Ppa/UCTuti-PoXs  fxuaTt,  Xayuve, 
■^iQeq  oyjOiq  utt'  £[j."/jv  /etpa  ttote  ^(povtog. 

al'0'  69£X£(;  xal  a.yiix':oc,  oivu[icpz^jT6c,  ts  TrapsiT]!;, 
a96opo(;  oiQ  xoup-/]  Trpoi;  Troatv  Ep^ojjLsv/j. 

IX.  229 


AAHAON 

'EfjLou  GavovTOi;,  yala  [ii-/Qrixai  Tcopi 
ouSev  [xeXei  piof  Ta[jLa  yap  xaXcot;  s/^''- 

VII.  704 
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AND  MORALITIES 

SECOND  MARRIAGE 

A  man  once  married  who  fain  would  wed 
A  second  wife  is  sore  bestead. 
His  ship  was  wrecked,  yet  now  again 
He  puts  to  sea  on  a  stormy  main. 

THE  FLAGON 

Good  old  boon  companion  mine, 

Who  are  fond  of  a  rogue's  deep  measure, 
Long-necked,  bubbling,  with  lips  that  shine 

And  a  mouth  that  laughs  for  pleasure. 

Dear  flagon,  who  know  the  mystic  sign 
Of  a  needy  soul,  you  come  at  leisure — 

Coming  at  last  and  bringing  me  wine. 
Giving  my  hand  your  mite  of  treasure. 

0  I  pray  that  you  prove  untried,  unwasted, 
Pure  unsullied  in  stainless  pride, 

Bringing  your  beauty  all  fresh,  untasted 
As  brings  to  her  lord  a  virgin  bride. 

AFTER  ME 

Now  I  am  dead,  be  earth  devoured  of  hell: 

1  reck  it  not:  with  me  the  world  is  well. 
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TEMPLE  OFFERINGS 

IIAATQNOS 

*H  aoPap6v  ysXckacLGCc  xaO'  'EXXaSoq,  i]  t6v  ^paaxcov 
la(j.6v  Ivl  TcpoOupoic;  Acdc,  ^yoMaoL  vioiv, 

ouK  eOeXco'  ol'yj  8'  vjv  Tiapot;  ou  8i)va[i.ai. 

VI.  r 

lOTAIANOY  dc7r6  THAPX^N 

AirxnTioT 

Aat?  a(jLaXSuv6eTaa  XP^^ V  TreptxaXX^a  (xopcpiQv, 
YiQpaXefov  aTuysei  [i,apTup[y)v  puxtScov 

^v0£v  7Tixp6v  eXeyxov  aTrsxOifjpaaa  xaT67TTpou, 
avGero  SeaTTotvy]  tyJi;  Trapoi;  ayXatyjc;. 

aXXa  au  (i,ot,  KuOspsia,  Se^ou  ve6Ty3TO(;  exaipov 
Staxov,  STzel  (Aopcpy)  cyy;  XP^^^"^  ^^  Tpo[iizi. 

VI.  18 

lOYAIANOT  dTTo  THAPX^N 

AirrnTioT 

*EXXaSa  vixrjaaaav  uTrsp^tov  ixaniBoi  M7)Scav 

Acdq  Grjxev  ew  xdcXXei;  XYj'iSLrjv 
(xouvw  evixr]07)  S'  utto  yripoCi,  xal  tov  eXey/ov 

avOsTo  aoL,  na9t7],  tov  vsottqti,  9LX0V 
^q  yap  tSsTv  aTuyeet,  noXiriq  TravaXrjOea  jjLop9y]v, 

ttjctSs  auvex6a[p£t  xal  axioevTa  tuttov. 

VI.  20 
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LAIS  RESIGNS  HER  MIRROR 
Lais,  who  laughed  at  Hellas,  at  whose  door 

The  gallants  swarmed,  to  Paphos'  Queen  here  gives 
Her  mirror:  for  the  face  I  had  of  yore 

I  cannot — and  I  will  not  see  the  face  that  lives. 


LAIS  TO  APHRODITE 

Lais,  whose  beauty  is  deformed  by  time, 
This  hated  witness  to  her  withered  face 

Vows  to  the  Queen,  who  decked  her  splendour's  prime, 
Her  mirror — loathed  reproof  of  her  disgrace. 

Take  this  companion  of  her  youthful  days, 

Since  yours  is  beauty  which  no  time  decays. 


LAIS  AGED 
Hellas,  which  vanquished  Persia's  proud  array, 
Captive  to  Lais'  beauty  fell  a  prey. 
Nought  vanquished  her  but  age:  she  owns  the  truth, 
Leaving  this  mirror  which  she  loved  in  youth. 
Of  whitened  hairs  she  loathes  the  living  sight, 
And  even  their  shadowed  image  stirs  her  spite. 
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SIMDNIAOT 

T6^a  TocSe  7rToX£(j.oLo  7re7rau(x£va  SaKpu6evT0^ 

VY)co  'AGrjvatiQc;  xeiTai  uTCCi>p6(pi,a, 
TToXXaxi,  Sy]  aT0v6£VTa  xaxa  xX6vov  ^v  Sat  9cot(7>v 

Ilepawv  tTCTro(i.axwv  al'[jtaTt  Xouaafxsva. 

VI.  2 


AEf^NIAOT 

01  Tpioaot  Toi  TauTa  Ta  SixTua  Gyjxav  6fJLat(JL0!., 
dypdra  Ilav,  (JcXXTjt;  ^XKoc,  an  aypeatv]!;. 

(ov  dcTTO  (jiev  TCTavcov  niypiQg  xaSs'  rauxa  Ss  AapLii;, 
TeTpa7r6Sa)V  KXetrcop  8'  6  xptroi;,  elvaXtcov. 

dv0'  wv  Tw  pi^v  7r£[i,7r£  St,'  Yj^poc;  eugtoxov  dcyp'/jv 
Ttp  S£,  Std  Spufxcav  Tw  Se,  St'  7)i;6vcov. 

VI.  13 


ANTIHATPOT  2IAQNI0T 

Ilavl  xdS'  au0at(i,o!.  xpiaaol  Oeaav  apfxeva  Tiyyxq' 

AocfjLK;  (xev  Grjpcov  apxuv  6psiov6[i.6iV 
KXetTcop  Se  TrXcoToiv  TdSs  SixTua*  twv  S^  ttstiqvcov 

app7]XT0v  Htypyjc;  xdvSs  SspatOTisSav. 
Tov  (xev  ydp  ^uX6x(ov,  tov  S'  Yjspot;,  6v  S'  drco  Xijivai; 

o{>  TCOTE  ai)V  xeveoTc;  olxoi;  eSexTO  XIvok;. 

VI.  14 
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A  SOLDIER'S  ARMS 

Weapons  of  mournful  war,  now  laid  aside, 

I  hang  beneath  Athene's  roof  to  bide, 

Full  many  a  time  in  roaring  battle-flood 

Bathed  with  the  swill  of  Persian  horsemen's  blood. 


THREE  BROTHERS 

Three  kinsmen  here  their  nets  to  Pan  do  place 
In  symbol  of  their  varied  hunting  lore: 

Bird-catcher  Pigres,  these;  these  used  in  chase 
By  Damis;  these  by  Cleitor  off  the  shore. 

May  one  thus  of  the  air  good  hunting  keep. 

One  in  the  forest,  one  upon  the  deep. 


THE  SAME 

To  Pan  three  kinsmen — engines  of  their  art. 

Damis  these  toils  for  mountain- ranging  beast; 
Cleitor  this  fishing-net;  on  Pigres'  part 

This  snare  for  fowls  well  holding,  unreleased. 
From  woodland,  from  the  air,  and  from  the  foam 
Never  the  three  came  empty-handed  home. 
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AAESnOTON 

SxaTTxeipav  xTjTroio  9tXuSpr)Xoio  StxcXXav, 

xal  8p£7ravy]v  xauXcov  (JcaxuXov  ^XTO(i.tSa, 
TYjv  t'  ^ttlvcotiSlov  ^poxEfoiv  pax(j£aaav  dcpwY6v, 

xal  xa?  appy)XTOU(;  e(i,[3aSa(;  (oii-opostg, 
t6v  te  8i  euTpyjToto  7r£8ou  Suvovxa  xax'  I0u 

dtpTtcpuouf;  xpa[JLpY](;  TraaaaXov  Ifx^oX^a, 
xal  axoLcpoQ  IE,  o^e'C'cov  TCpaatvjv  81, 4'^^^'^'^  ly^^P^'^ 

au^lJi-v^poIo  Gepeu?  ou  tcote  Trauaafievov, 
ool  Tw  x7)7roupo>  noTocfjLcov  av£0Y;xe,  IlptYjTre, 

XT7]CTa{i,£V0(;  TauT'^t;  6X,Sov  oltz'  kpyaoi-fic,. 

VI.  21 
lOYAIANOT  dc7r6  THAPXi^N 

AirxnTiOT 

Kex(jLY]0)(;  XP^'^^IQ  TiETrovvjxoTa  Stxrua  0r)p7) 

av0£TO  TaT<;  Nu^xcpat?  Tauxa  yEpcov  Ktvup7)<;* 
ou  yap  sTt,  Tpo[i,£p7J  TraXapLiQ  TCESiYjyEa  x6X7rov 

elxev  axovTi^£i.v  olyo(jt.£voio  Xivou. 
el  B'  oXiyou  Scopou  T£X£0£t.  Soatq,  ou  T68e,  Nu(i.9at, 
(jlI^jhJ;^?)  £^e^  Kivupoi)  Tau0'  oXoi;  eaxe  ^io<;. 

VI.  25 
0EAITHTOT  SXOAASTIKOT 

'IX0up6Xov  TcoXucoTu^?  dcTc'  eu0iQpou  Xivov  aypyjc;, 

Tcov  t'  ayxtaTpo'SETcov  au^uytT^v  Sovaxcov, 
xal  TTiaTov  Pu0lcov  TraylScov  cy7)[xavTopa  9£XX6v, 

xal  X10OV  avTiTUTTCp  xpouajjiaTt,  TTupaoToxov, 
ayxupav  t'  etuI  toTc;  £X£VY]t8a,  Seafzov  a£XXY)(;, 

oTp£7TToiv  t'  dyxiCTTpcov  l)(0u7rayYJ  OTOfxaxa, 
Sal^jLoaiv  dypoSoTTjai  0aXaaao7T6po(;  Tzopz  BaiTcov 

yyjpal*  vouaoqjopo)  Ppi.0o[i,ev7)c;  Tzcckay.riq. 

VI.  27 
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THE  GARDENER 

Delver  for  digging  ground  that  lies  asoak, 

My  pruning-hook  for  lopping  wanton  shoots, 
My  shelter  from  the  rain,  this  ragged  cloak, 

And  these  my  stout  and  trusty  cowhide  boots: 
My  dibble  used  for  pricking  holes  in  line 

And  setting  cabbage  seedlings  in  the  soil: 
My  hoe  for  lifting  weeds  that  ever  twine 

Along  the  runnel  during  summer's  broil: — 
These  tools,  whose  working  has  enriched  my  lot. 
Are  for  Priapus,  warden  of  my  plot. 

A  POOR  FISHERMAN 
Shorn  of  his  strength  by  time,  these  worn-out  nets 

Old  Cinyras  offers  for  the  Nymphs  as  spoil. 
His  quivering  hand  the  mesh  no  longer  sets 

To  shoot  and  belly  as  the  lines  uncoil. 
Take  them,  ye  Nymphs,  and  though  the  gift  be  small, 
Reproach  him  not — for  'tis  his  all  in  all. 

A  FISHER'S  OFFERING        :/.' 
His  close-meshed  and  well-proven  fishing  nets, 

His  pair  of  rods  with  goodly  hooks  to  match, 
His  cork  that  marks  where  deep  the  trawl  he  sets, 

His  fiints  that  clash  and  make  a  spark  to  catch, 
His  anchor  that  in  tempest  stays  his  boat, 

And  twisted  hooks  whose  grip  the  fish  doth  hold, 
Here  Baeton  doth  to  gods  of  chase  devote, 

A  seaman  now  weak-handed,  sick,  and  old. 
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MAKHAONIOY  THATOT 

AtxTuov  dcxpo(x6XtpSov  '  A[i,uvTtxo?  ScyLcpl  Tptatvyj 

8riae  y^pcov,  aXtojv  7rai)CTa[xevO(;  xafiaTcov, 
i(;  Sk  rioaeiSacova  xal  aX(i,up6v  oI8(i.a  OaXaaav]!;] 

elTTEV,  dcTToaTT^vScov  Saxpuov  £x  (iXe9ap(ov' 
OlaOa,  (idcxap,  x£x(i.Y)xa*  xaxoO  S'  IttI  YY)pao(;]Y)(i,tv 

(JcXXuTot;  YjPdaxct  yui.0Tax7](;  Trcvir). 
6p£t];ov  ^Ti  oTratpov  to  Y£p6vTt,ov,  dXX'  dc7u6  yatTjc;, 

dq  idiXeiq,  jxeSecov  xal  /Oovl  xal  TreXdyet. 

VI.  30 

oiAinnoY 

AtxTud  aoi  jjLoXiPcp  CTTe9avou(jLEva,  SuaiOdXaaaa, 

xal  xwTTTjv,  aX[jLy](;  ty)v  [xeGuouaav  ^Tt, 
X7)T096vov  Ts  Tptaivav,  ev  uSaat  xapTep6v  i.yyo(;, 

xal  t6v  del  9£XXol(;  xupTOv  eXeyx6[jL£vov, 
dcyxupdv  TE  vecov  aTt^apyjv  x^pot,  xal  9iXovauT-A]v 

aTzip\i(x.  Tvopbq  aoi'C,eiv  Trerpov  eTriaTd(i.evov, 
dpxiGdXaaae  n6CTet,Sov,  'Aptuvrt^o?  uaxara  8copa 

0r)xaT*,  ItteI  [i.oyep9j(;  TiauoaO'  dXt7TXavlr,(;. 

VI.  38 
AAESnOTON 

*AXxtfx£v"/](;  6  TTSvtxpo?  sttI  a[jLixpco  tivi  xrjTrcp 
Tou  9t.Xoxap7ro96pou  yeuad[i.evo<;  Oepeoc;, 

iCTXdSa  xal  ja^Xov  xal  uScop  yspa  Ilavl  xo[i,i^cov, 
eItts'  au  {i.01.  (Blotou  tcov  dyaOcov  Tajziag, 

^v  xd  (JLEV  ex  xrjTTOio,  xd  8'  upLETepr)!;  dTio  TcsTpr^t; 
Se^o,  xal  dvTtSiSou?  8bq  ttXeov  tliv  eXa^eg 

VI.  42 
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A  FISHER'S  PRAYER 

His  leaded  net  about  his  fishing  spear 

The  old  man  wound,  to  toil  afloat  no  more: 
Then  to  Poseidon  and  the  billowy  mere 

He  spoke,  while  from  his  eyes  the  tears  did  pour: 
*My  strength  is  spent:  from  age's  evil  hand 

And  failing  limbs  shall  spring  a  life  of  dearth. 
Spare  ye  a  poor  old  man:  yet  spare  on  land, 

If  may  be,  lord  of  ocean  and  of  earth.' 

AMYNTICHUS  THE  FISHERMAN 

Nets  with  their  fringe  of  leads  that  deeply  dive, 

His  oar  that  still  retains  the  reek  of  brine, 
His  three-pronged  spear  which  monster  fish  did  rive^ 

His  bow-net  with  the  corks  that  mark  its  line, 
His  stoutly-gripping  anchor,  and  those  friends 

Of  mariners — the  flints  that  keep  their  fire — 
Amyntichus  to  lord  Poseidon  lends. 

Fain  from  his  toilsome  seaf are  to  retire. 

A  POOR  GARDENER 

A  poor  man  from  his  garden's  little  span. 
Yet  yielding  well  and  with  boon  harvest  rife, 

Gives  apples,  figs  and  water  unto  Pan, 

Saying — 'You  yield  the  good  things  of  my  life: 

Take  of  my  garden,  take  too  of  the  spring, 

And  give  me  in  return  more  than  I  bring.' 
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AAHAON 

M9)Tep  i[xii,  yatr;  Opuytcov,  Gp^TCTetpa  XE6vTtov, 

AtvSu(j.ov  ■/)(;  (xuCTTaK;  ouk  aTcangTov  6po(;, 
aol  TocSe  GrjXui;  "AXe^k;  £■/](;  oiaTp'/](j(.aTa  Xi)aa'/]<; 

(JcvOeto,  yaXxoTUTTOu  7rauaa(i.£V0(;  [xavifiq,, 
xu(JLpaXa  t'  6^u90oYYa,  Papu906YYf^v  '^'  aXaXY]T6v 

auXcov,  oOc;  {jL6axou  Xo^ov  exafJL'j/e  x£pa(;, 
TupLTrava  t'  riyrizvcot.,  xal  al'(i,aTL  cpoivtyOevTa 

cpdcCTYava,  xal  ^av6a(;,  Ta<;  Tcplv  ^aeiae,  x6(i,ac;. 
tXao<;,  w  SsCTTioiva,  t6v  ev  veot'/jti  [jLavsvTa 

Y'/jpaXeov  TrpoTspYjc;  Tiaucrov  dcYpst-O'^'J^'i'l?- 

VI.  51 
BAKKTAIAOT 
Eu8y](jlo(;  tov  v/]6v  etu'  dcYpou  tovS'  ocveGtjxev 

TCO  7TaVT(0V  dvEfJlCOV  TriOTOCTtp  ZE9l)pC0. 

eu^afjiEvco  Yocp  ol  '?jX6e  PoaGoot;,  ocppa  TocxtcrTa 
Xix[xyjCTY)  TTETudvwv  xapTTOv  arr'  aaTa/utov. 

VI.  53 
HATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

Tov  xaXxouv  tettiyk  Auxcopsi  Aoxpoc;  dvaTTTsi 
Euvo[i.O(;,  dGXoauva(;  {jLvapia  9iXooTE9dvou. 

'^v  Y^p  dcYwv  96p[i,iYYOC'  o  S'  dvTtoi;  I'crTaTO  IldpGT];;' 
dXX'  oxa  S'A)  TrXdxTpcp  Aoxpli;  sxpE^E  /eXui;, 

(BptxYXO^  TETpiY^taXupac;  dcTTExofjiTraaE  xop^a* 
Trplv  Se  [jleXoc;  axd(:^Eiv  euttoSoc;  ap[j!.ovia(;, 

d^pOV  ETTtTpU^COV  Xt,Gdpa(;  UTTSp  e^eto  tettl^, 

xal  TOV  d7rot,)(0[i,£vou  9G6YYOV  uttyjXGs  {xitou* 
Tav  Se  Trdpot;  XaXaYEuaav  sv  dXasatv  dcYpoTiv  d^w 
7Tp6(;  v6[i,ov  dfjiETspa?  Tps^^E  XupoxTUTTta;;. 

TW  Se,  (i,dxap  ATQTa)E,TECp  TETTlYt  Y^P'^^P^^ 

yjk'ky.zo^  i8puCTa(;  coSov  uTTsp  xtGdpa(;. 

VI.  54 
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A  ROYSTERER 
Motherland  Phrygia,  nurse  of  lion  broods, 

And  Dindymus  where  mystic  revels  dance, 
Alexis  gives  these  emblems  of  mad  moods. 

Freed  from  the  rattling  frenzy  of  his  trance — 
These  tinkling  cymbals,  and  of  deeper  roar 

These  trumpets  curling  like  a  crumpled  horn: 
These  clashing  drums  and  daggers  dyed  in  gore. 

These  yellow  locks  he  tossed  and  now  hath  shorn. 
No  more,  O  Queen,  let  springtime  madness  rage, 
But  end  his  youthful  follies  in  his  age. 

TO  THE  WEST  WIND 

Eudemus  on  his  field  this  temple  reared 

To  Zephyr,  most  enriching  wind  that  blows, 

Who  heard  his  prayer.  His  corn  was  quickly  eared, 
And  ripe  abundance  crowns  the  land  he  mows. 

A  MUSICAL  CONTEST 

This  bronze  cicala  to  Apollo  set 

By  Eunomus  records  the  prize  he  won. 
Parthes  as  rival  with  the  lyre  he  met: 

But  wheii  the  shell  was  sounded  for  a  run, 
A  string  fell  jangling,  loosened  from  its  prong. 

Then,  ere  the  melody  broke  in  notes  that  warred, 
A  sweet  cicala  lit  with  dainty  song 

Upon  his  lute,  and  took  the  failing  chord. 
So  th^  wild  music  of  the  glade  was  caught 

And  played  the  strain  his  viol  could  not  quire: 
And  for  Apollo's  praise  in  bronze  was  wrought 

This  woodland  warbler  perched  upon  a  lyre. 
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SIMDNIAOT 

T6vSe  TToG'  "EXXigvet;,  ^co^jL-f]  XEp6(;,  ^pycp  "ApiQot; 

euT6X[jL(p  ^^yjic,  XyjjjLaxt,  7Tei,06(i.evoi, 
Ilepaai;  ^^cXaaavxEc;,  IXeuOepov  'EXXaSt  xdajxov 

ISpoaavTO  At6(;  pco[x6v  'EXeuOeplou. 

VI.  50 

nAYAOY  SIAENTIAPIOT 

T6v  Tpox6evTa  (i.6XipSov,  6c;  dlTpaTt^v  oI8e  xapfiooeiv 

6p6a  uapa^uoiv  IOutsvyj  xav6va, 
xal  5(aXu[3a  axX7]p6v  xaXa(i.Y]9dtY0v,  ciXXa  xal  auxiv 

•/jyefjidva  ypctyLiiriq  (knXoLvioq  xavova, 
xal  X^Gov  6xpt6evTa,  S6va^  o0t  Biaahv  686vTa 

6r)yeTat  a[ipXuv0el(;  Ix  SoXixoypaqjtiQq, 
xal  PuOiTQV  TpCxcovog  aXiTrXayxToto  xa(xeuvir)v, 

O7r6YY0V,  dxeaTopiTjv  7rXa^o[j.ev"y)<;  Ypa9[So<;, 
^al  xtaTTQV  TToXuwTca  fi.eXavS6xov,  elv  £vl  Trdcvra 

euYpa9eo(;  t£xvy](;  opyava  puo(i.svr)v, 
*Epti.7i  KaXXt(jiev7]<;,  TpopiEpYjv  utc6  yTjpaot;  Sxvco 

Xeipa  xa6ap(i.6J^aiv  Ix  SoXi/cov  xajxaxcov. 

VI.  65 

MAKHAONIOT  THATOY 

N?ja  IloaetSacovi  TroXuTrXavoi;  (5cv0£to  KpdcvTO^, 

^jxtteSov  Si;  viqou  TTE^av  ep£taa[jievo(;, 
aup7)(;  oux  dXsyouaav  sttI  x0ov6(;,  %  etti  KpdvTaq 

Eupu?  dvaxXivOelt;  ^Tpo^xov  Gtwov  ^x^'* 

VI.  69 
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PERSIAN  WAR 

The  Hellenes  in  their  war  of  mighty  deed, 
The  call  of  their  high  courage  quick  to  hear, 

Drave  out  the  Persians,  and  for  glory's  meed 
This  altar  to  the  god  of  Freedom  rear. 

A  SCRIBE 

This  round  of  lead  which  marks  the  line  it  kens 

And  follows  closely  at  the  ruler's  side: 
This  knife  of  steel  for  trimming  off  the  pens. 

And  rule  that  serves  the  writing  for  a  guide: 
The  pumice  stone  that  whets  the  cloven  reed, 

Whose  point  is  blunted  by  much  scrivening: 
The  sponge  that  wipes  away  a  faulty  screed, 

But  erewhile  deep  in  ocean's  bed  did  cling: 
The  many-sided  box  that  holds  the  ink 

And  all  the  tools  a  writer's  craft  requires: — 
All  these  Callimenes  gives,  on  age's  brink 

Resting  from  lengthened  toil  a  hand  that  tires. 

A  SEAMAN 

Sea- roaming  Crantas  here  bestows  his  boat, 

No  more  to  sail  afloat, 
Propped  firmly  on  Poseidon's  temple  floor. 

He  takes  no  heed  on  land  of  any  breeze. 

But  spreads  his  limbs  at  ease. 
And  slumbers  in  untroubled  sleep  ashore. 


127 


TEMPLE  OFFERINGS 

MAKHAONIOT  TnATOY 

NT^a  aoi,  &  7r6vToi)  PaoiXeo  xal  xotpave  yaty)?, 

dcvxtOefxat  KpavTa(;,  (i.'/)x£Tt  Te-fyojjLlvyjv, 
vrja,  TioXuTrXavscov  av£(i,6iv  Trxsp^v,  ■}]€,  irzi  Seikbc, 

TToXXaxic;  (oiaa(jt.rjV  eic^eXdcav  'At8-/)* 
TTocvxa  8'  a7ret7ra(i,evo(;,  96P0V,  ^XTitSa,  7r6vTOV,  dteXXa;, 
Tnaxiv  uTTSp  yatyjt;  I'^viov  •y)8paaa(i.Y)v. 

VI.  70 
nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

Sol  Toc  XtTToarecpavcov  SiaTiXfxaTa  (lup^a  9uXXa3v, 
aol  Ta  voottXyjxtou  xXaara  xuTTsXXa  (jisO'/jg, 

poaxpuxa  aol  [ixjpoiGi  SeSeujjLsva,  ttjSe  xoviy) 
oxuXa  TToOopXyjTou  xetTat  'Ava^ay6pa, 

crol  tocSe,  Aatc;,  aTravra"  Trapa  TrpoOupoit;  yap  6  SstXo; 
roXoBe,  auv  axpYjPati;  ttoXXocxi  Tcavvux^aai;, 

oux  ETTOc;,  ou  yccpieaaccv  unoaxeatv,  ouSs  jjieXtxp^i; 

-;   ekTziSoq,  u^piaTTjv  (jt.u0ov  ETTsaTraCTaTO. 

9eG  9£u,  yuLOTaxY)?  Ss  XtTuwv  TaSe  aufx^oXa  xa)(j.cov, 

.!    jxe(JL9£Tat,  aaTpsTCTOu  xaXXsi  G'/^XuTspTjc;. 

VI.  71 
MAKHAONIOT  THATOT 

AoLcpvic,  6  aupixTtxc;  Tpopiepw  Tcspl  "fripoCi  xa[Xvcov, 

Xstpoc;  dspyvjXat;  ravSe  Papuvo[jL£va? 
,navl  9iXaypauX(o  vo[j,tav  av£6Tr]X£  xopuvav, 

y/)pal'  TroifjL£vtcov  TrauaapiEvoi;  xajjidcTcov. 
el(;£TL  yap  aupiyyt,  (i,£XtaSo[xai,  ziQizi  9cova 
, .  (XTpofjioc;  £v  Tpo(i.£pcp  a(0[i.aTt  vatETaE!.. 
dXXa  Xuxott;  atvTYjaiv  dv'  oup£a  (i.r]  tk;  £[i,£To 
aiTrpXoi;  dyyEiXy)  y/jpaoc;  dSpavty^v. 

VI.  73 
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THE  SAME 

King  of  the  sea  and  sovereign  of  the  shore! 
Here  Crantas  sets  his  boat  to  sail  no  more. 
Once,  as  it  winged  to  every  wandering  breath, 
My  coward  heart  oft  thought  it  drave  to  death: 
Now  footsteps  firm  upon  the  land  I  form, 
Abandoning  fear,  hope,  and  sea,  and  storm. 

A  LOVER  OF  LAIS 

Here  broken  cups  from  frenzied  drinking-bout. 

Here  leaves  from  garlands  rent  and  torn  in  mass> 
And  locks  bedewed  with  perfume,  are  set  out 

As  spoils  by  love-sick  Anaxagoras. 
All  these  are  given  for  Lais,  at  whose  door 

Standing  with  rival  gallants  many  a  night 
No  word,  no  kindly  promise  back  he  bore. 

Nor  even  a  mock  of  honeyed  hope,  poor  wight. 
O  palsied  now,  these  emblems  of  his  moods 
Leaving,  on  heartless  beauty's  sin  he  broods. 

A  PIPER 

Daphnis  the  piper,  weak  with  years  and  bent, 

Vexed  with  the  idle  burden  of  his  hand. 
Here  vows  to  Pan  his  tuneful  instrument. 

Since  all  his  shepherd  toil  by  age  is  banned. 
Still  can  I  play  the  pipe,  and  still  the  voice 

Unshaking  in  my  shaking  body  holds: 
0  let  none  tell  my  weakness,  to  rejoice 

The  wolves  that  prey  among  the  upland  folds. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOY 

"AvSpoxXo*;,  ^TToXXov,  T68e  aol  xfpa?,  (p  ^tci  ttouX^v 

Gyjpa  paXcov  iScypac;  eGoxoTrov  el/e  tuxtqv. 
o(57TOTe  yap  Tz'ka.YKTbc,  yupat;  ^^aXxo  xepatag 

16<;  kn  r)X£(i.aT(p  x^i-P^?  ^xyj^oXtqc. 
oaaaxL  yap  t6^olo  TravaypExoc;  I'axs  veupdt, 

Toaadxti;  •^v  aypeu(;  yj^poc;  7^  ^uX6xoi). 
dv0'  oiv  aol  T6Se,  Oot^e,  t6  Auxtiov  ottXov  dcytvet, 

XpuaetaK;  TrX^^ai;  jxeiXtov  d[jt9(,S£at(;. 

VI.  75 

EPATOE0ENOTS  SXOAAHTIKOT 

OivoTr6Ta(;  Hevotpcov  xeve6v  tt^Oov  (JcvOeto,  Bdxxe' 
Sexvuoo  S'  £\)[Levi(£>q'  (ScXXo  ydp  ouS^  ^x^^- 

VI.  77 


nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

'AcTTiSa  Taupe^Tjv,  epu[i.a  Xpoo?>  dvTiptcov  re 
TToXXdxi,^  eyxst'/jv  yeuCTafi-evrjv  xoXdScov, 

xal  t6v  dXe^iPsXe^jLvov  octto  OTlpvoio  x^-'C'cova, 
xal  xopuv  iTCTretaK;  Gpi^l  Saouvo^Aevr^v 

dv0£TO  AuatpLaxo?  yepa<;  "Apsi,  yr)paXeov  vuv 
dvxl  TravoTcXiY]?  pdxTpov  d[i.£n|;dti.evoc;. 

VI.  81 
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A  BOWMAN 

Androclus  gives  this  bow,  which  aiming  true 

In  goodly  hunting  brought  him  many  a  head. 
For  when  it  bent  and  forth  the  arrow  flew, 

Never  it  missed  the  mark  or  idly  sped. 
Whene'er  his  arrow  twanged  the  deadly  string, 

It  smote  the  prey  in  air  or  on  the  wold. 
So,  Phoebus,  guard  the  weapon  he  doth  bring — 

His  gift  set  round  about  with  bands  of  gold. 


A  WINE-BIBBER 

For  offering,  Bacchus,  this  poor  empty  cask 
Is  from  wine-bibber  Xenophon. 

Receive  it  kindly — that  is  all  I  ask — 
For  other  offering  he  hath  none. 


AN  AGED  WARRIOR 

This  guardian  shield  of  bull's  hide,  and  this  pike 
Full  often  through  a  foeman's  bowels  pushed: 

This  breastplate  proof  against  the  arrow's  strike, 
And  helmet  with  its  horsehair  plume  well  bushed: 

I  give  to  Ares,  now  my  years  are  thick 

And  all  my  armour  bartered  for  a  stick. 
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MAKHAONIOT  YnATOY 
Ty)v  xiGaprjv  FiuyLoXnoq  knl  Tpt7r686>v  noxk  Ootpto 

(XvOeto,  Y7]paX£7)v  /etp'  l7rt(jL£(j[,(p6(jLevo(;, 
eItte  8£'  (j-T)  t];auaat,(jLi  XupTjt;  i~i,  \x-f]B'  ^OeXifjaw 

T^(;  Trapoi;  ap(jLov[-/5<;  l(i,{xeXlTy)[ji,a  9£p£Lv. 
yjlGIok;  [i-eX^Tco  xtOap-/];;  {i.[TO£;"  avxl  So  TrXyjxxpou, 
axYjTravup  Tpo(i.£pa(;  /etpat;  ipeiaafxeOa. 

VI.  83 
nAYAOT  2IAENTIAPI0Y 
ZtjvI  toS'  6[jL9aXiov  aaxeoi;  Tpxjrftoq,  w  ^7rt  Xatav 

ia'/z"^  dpiaTsuoiv,  6cv0£to  Ntxayopac;' 
TTocv  8k  TO  XotTTOv  (5cxovT£{;,  lc;Y)p(.0(j.6(;  te  yaXa^'fj 

/EpjjLag,  xal  ^i,9£0iv  £^£x6Xa^J;£  yi\>\jc,. 
dXXa  xal  d[j.9[Spu7rTov  eov  toSe  X^^P^  (J-Evai/fxa 

ccoJ^ETO  Ntxayopa,  ctco^e  Se  Ntxayopav. 

GEGpLov  Tov  STrdpTac;  [i,£VE9uXo7riv  d(jL9l  Poeia 

17]  Ss  tk;  dOpyjasi  TrdvTa  9uXaaCT6(jL£vov. 

VI.  84 
OIAinnOY  GESSAAONIKEDS 

"Ayxupav  £(i.ppuotxov,  spuaiv/jtSa, 
xcoTrat;  T£  Staadc;  tolq  aTrcoaLxufjidToix;, 
xal  StxTuoiq  [xoXipSov  y]4'i.5o){jl£vov, 
xupTOU?  TE  9£XXoT(;  tou<;  £7r£(79payio(x£vou!;, 
xal  TTiXov  d[jt.9txpY5Vov  uSaaiaTEyy;, 
XlOov  te  vauTaii;  £CT7:£p7]{;  TTupayjToxov, 
olXoc,  TupavvE,  aoL,  noGEiSov,  'Apx(.xX^(; 
£0'/]X£,  X7]^a(;  T^(;  octc'  fjovcov  ocXyji;. 

VI.  90 
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A  MUSICIAN 

At  Phoebus'  shrine  Eumolpus  lays  his  lute 
In  mourning  for  the  age  that  dulls  his  skill. 

'Henceforth,'  quoth  he,  'my  viol  shall  be  mute — 
No  more  its  olden  tones  to  music  thrill. 

Let  youth  resound  the  chords:  but,  for  my  touch, 

I  lean  my  trembling  hand  upon  a  crutch.' 

A  WARRIOR 

To  Zeus  Nicagoras  gives  this  goodly  boss 

Left  from  his  shield  in  many  a  victory  borne: 
The  rest  by  hail  of  arrows  and  the  toss 

Of  stones  and  hew  of  swords  away  is  worn. 
Yet,  torn  and  broken  in  his  warrior  hand, 

Full  oft  he  saved  it,  and  it  saved  his  breath. 
So  round  this  targe  deep  graven  may  be  scanned 

The  Spartan  law — to  battle  to  the  death. 

A  FISHER 

This  anchor's  bulk,  the  ship  that  saves. 
This  pair  of  oars  that  thrust  the  waves. 
The  lead  that  rings  his  fishing-net, 
Mesh  signed  with  corks  in  circle  set. 
Headgear  that  fends  the  rain  aright, 
And  flints  for  making  fire  at  night — 
To  thee,  Poseidon,  Archicles, 
Gives,  taking  leave  of  shore  and  seas. 
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OIAinnOT  OESSAAONIKEni: 

AtjX6v  xaiJLiveuTTJpa  t6v  9tXY)ve[jLov, 

xal  t6v  S[)(7]Xov  xapxbov  7rupaYplT/;v, 
TZTOiycbq  ndSoLq  te  TOuaSe  Xei^'avYiXdyouc;, 
6  xpuaorfxTcov  Ay)(j.09cov  KuXXyjvtco 
^Orjxe,  Yifjpa  xavG6v  £^0(p(o(JL£vo?. 

VI.  92 


OIAinnOT  GESSAAONIKE^S 

'  Apa^o^sipa  xauTa  aot  toc  xufXTravx, 
xal  xu[j.paX'  o^uSouTra  xoiXo/etXea, 
SiSuIjlou?  t£  XcoTout;  xepo^occQ,  £9'  oI(;  ttote 
STTcoXoXu^sv  oc.\)yivcc  axpo^ikiaccQ, 
'koaicp'ke^ri  re  adtyapLV  a(jL9i,G'y)y£a, 
X£ovt6Si,9P£  aoi,  'Psir],  KXuToaGsv/]? 
e07]X£,  XuaayjT^pa  Y7]paaa(;  TroSa. 

VI.  94 

ANTIOIAOT 

BouaTp690v  axpootSapov,  aTTEiXvjT^pa  (zucoTra, 
xal  7rr)pav  {xsTpou  atroSoxov  CT7ropL(i.ou, 

ya(j(.^{^6v  T£  SpETuavov  aTaxuvjxofjLov,  ottXov  apo6pY)(;, 
xal  7caXioup69opov,  5(£ipa  G£p£U(;,  rptvaxa, 

xal  TpTjToui;  7roS£cova(;  6  yaTOfJiot;  (JcvGeto  At^ol 
nap(jLt.(;,  dviYjpcov  7rauaa[X£V0(;  xajxtxTwv. 

VI.  95 
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A  GOLDSMITH 

Here  Demophon,  the  goldsmith,  hangs 

His  blowpipe  worked  by  wind  it  draws, 
His  file  that  scrapes  with  biting  fangs, 

His  pair  of  tongs  with  double  claws, 
And  hare's-foot  brushes  used  to  sweep 

The  scattered  grains  of  golden  grist. 
All  these  he  bids  Cyllenius  keep. 

For  age  bedims  his  eye  with  mist. 

A  REVELLER 

Sounding  cymbals  hollow-rimmed, 

Drums  that  beat  to  turn  of  wrist, 
Double  flute  on  which  he  hymned, 

Standing  with  his  neck  atwist. 
Two-edged  dirks  the  blood  that  lance — 

Lion-reining  Rhea,  these 
Take  from  one  whose  mad-foot  prance 

Age  hath  stopped — Clytosthenes. 

A  FARM  HAND 
His  steel-tipped  goad-spur  for  a  team  that  sleeps. 

His  bag  from  which  the  measured  seed  he  heaves, 
His  curving  sickle  which  the  cornland  reaps. 

His  fork  that  handles  well  the  summer  sheaves. 
His  worn-out  brogues,  the  reaper  Parmis  heaps 

Here  at  the  shrine,  and  rest  from  toil  achieves. 
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ANTKDIAOY  BTZANTIOT 

Aoupac;  'AXe^avSpoto*  Xiyei  Si  ac  yp(k[i[i(XT  £xeTvov 
^x  7roX£[xou  0£aOai,  ai)[i,poXov  'Apx^fxtSt. 

ottXov  avixYjTOLO  ppa/tovog,  a  xaXov  eyxo^j 
({>  7r6vTO<;  xal  x^wv  eIxe  xpaSatvopt^vco' 

I'XaOi,  Soupac;  oLxccp^ic,'  ael  S£  as  7ra(;  tic,  aOprjaai; 
TapPyjaet.,  [leyaXyji;  (j(,vr)aa(jL£V0(;  TraXafXYjc;. 

VI.  97 

oiAinnoT 

Hicpy;  Ta  ttoXXcov  xvtoSaXtov  Xai,[ji.7]T6[i.a, 
7rupi.Tp6cpou(;  re  pmiScLQ  7rupY]V£{jL0U(;, 
•/)0(jl6v  ts  TTOuXuTpyjTOv,  yjSe  TETpdcTrouv, 
TTUpoc;  Y£9^pav,  ea^apviv  xp£7]S6xov, 
^cofjirjpuCTLV  T£  TY]V  XiTTOui;  a^pYjXoyov, 
ofjLOu  xpeaypY)  ry]  aiSiQpoSaxTuXcp, 
Ppa8uaxeXy)(;  "HcpaioTe,  ctoI  Tifxaatcov 
sOyjxev,  dxfx^q  yuiov  a)p9avo)[xevo(;. 

VI.  101 

oiAinnoY 

*Poi7]v  ^avOoxtTcava,  y£pa!,69Xoia  t£  ouxa, 
xal  po^Eai;  aTa9uX7i(;  (ofxov  ocTCoaTraSiov, 

[xrjXov  0'  YjSuTTVouv  Xetttt^  t:£7toxco(ji£vov  ccyy-fi, 
xal  xapuov  /Xcopaiv  ixcpaykq  iy.  XettlSwv, 

xal  aixuov  /voaovxa,  tov  £v  9uXXo[.(;  tteSoxoltyjv, 

xal  7T£pX7)V  •/)§£  5(PUC70}(LTC0V'  EXaY)V, 

<yoi,  9t.Xo8iTa  Upirim,  (^DToaycoccpoc,  avOsxo  Aafxcov, 
SEvSpsat  xal  yutoic;  eu^a(i.£V0(;  0aX£0Eiv. 

VI.  102 
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ALEXANDER'S  SPEAR 
This  record  tells  that  Alexander's  spear 
Fresh  from  the  wars  by  him  was  offered  here. 
O  lance  of  hand  invincible!  noble  blade! 
Which  over  captive  earth  and  ocean  swayed, 
Spare  the  beholder,  who  with  dread  alarm 
Recalls  the  memory  of  that  mighty  arm. 

A  COOK 

His  knives  that  sundered  many  kinds  of  flesh, 
And  fans  that  waved  the  embers  to  refresh, 
His  pierced  strainer,  and  the  four-legged  stand 
Which  held  the  viands  on  the  fire  it  spanned: 
His  ladle  used  for  skimming  off  the  froth, 
And  fork  with  prongs  for  meat  in  roast  or  broth; 
Timasion  to  the  limping  Fire-god  these 
Gives,  for  his  limbs  have  lost  their  nimble  ease. 

A  GARDENER 
Pomegranate  yellow-coated,  wrinkled  fig, 

A  purple  cluster  of  new-gathered  grapes, 
A  scented  apple  dewy  from  the  twig, 

A  filbert  from  its  sheath  of  green  that  gapes, 
A  downy  melon,  bedded  on  the  ground, 

A  plum,  an  olive  with  its  cloth  of  gold: — 
These  for  the  god  hath  planter  Lamon  found. 

And  prays  good  health  in  tree  and  limb  may 
hold. 
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OIAinnOT 

L7T£p(i,ocp6pov  7nf]pY)v  0i[i(x.yQi(X,  xwXeatpcoXov 

a9upav,  xal  yafxtj/ai;  TrupoX^youi;  SpeTiavat;, 
xal  Tptp6Xou(;  6E,eiQ  (i5(up6Tpt[Ba(;,  laTO,66Y)v  te 

auv  yupoTc;  ap6Tpoi(;,  xal  cpiXdyatov  uvtv, 
x^vxpa  t'  l>Tziado\fUYri,  xal  PouaTp09a  Seaiia  Tev6vT(ov, 

xal  xptvaxai;  ^uXtva?,  yeXpac,  apoupOTrovcov, 
yuT'  cxTE  TTT^pcoOel?  Auot^evoQ  auXaxt  ttoXXt^ 

Ixpejiaaev  AyjoT  t^  aTaxuoaTe9avco. 

VI.  104 


ZQNA 

TouTO  aoi,  uXetwra,  xax'  dypiaSot;  TiXaravoto 
Bipynx  Xuycop pcciaTTiq  £xp£[i.aaev  TsXsacov, 

xal  Tocv  Ix  xoTtvoio  xaXaupoTra,  tocv  Troxa  t^voi; 
TToXXaxi  po[jLpy]Tav  ex  /epof;  -/jxpo^oXsi. 

dXXa  Tu,  ndv  [^ouviTa,  rd  ^y]  7roAuoX,3d  ts  Ss^ai 
Scopa,  xal  euaypei  TwSe  nzTixaaov  opoi;. 

VI.  106 

oiAinnoT 

'TXtqctxottco  (jl£  Ilavl  07)p£UT/)<;  FeXcov 
^0-/]X£  X6yxv]V, '/](;  dru£0pia£  ypovot; 
dx[ji,7)v  Iv  £py^,  xal  Xlvcov  TroXuaTpo^cov 
y£paid  TpuxiQ,  xal  7T:dya(;  S£payx£a(;, 
VEupoTuXEXEic;  T£  xvcoSdXcov  ETTtacpupoui; 
(hyczic,  TcoBlaxpccq,  xal  Tpa7-/]XoS£a[i,6Ta(; 
xXoiou(;  xuvou/ouf;'  yuTa  ydp  Sa(jL£l?  ZP^vcp 
d7r£t7r£v  t^Sy]  t'/^v  6p£iv6(jtov  TuXdvyjv. 

VI.  107 
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A  HUSBANDMAN 

His  mattock,  breaker  of  the  loam, 

The  seed-bag  slung  across  his  back, 
Bent  reaping-hooks  for  harvest  home. 

And  flails  that  thresh  the  corn  to  sack: 
His  plough  with  curving  double  share 

And  coulter  cleaving  through  the  ground: 
The  goads  and  reins  that  drive  his  pair. 

His  mallets  ever  handy  found: 
A  farmer,  with  much  plowing  worn, 
Here  leaves  for  her  who  crowns  the  corn. 

A  WOLFSKIN 

This  skin  upon  a  plane-tree  in  the  fields 
The  wolf-destroyer,  Teleson,  hath  hung: 

And  this  stout  olive  shepherd's  staff  he  yields, 
Which  often  roaring  from  his  hand  was  flung. 

Pan  of  the  hills!  these  nowise  wealthy  gifts 

Take,  and  keep  open  all  the  mountain  drifts. 

A  HUNTER  .    . 

To  Pan,  the  guardian  of  the  earth. 

The  hunter,  Gelon,  gives  his  spear. 
Now  blunt  from  use  and  robbed  of  worth: 

Gives  relics  of  his  netting-gear 
Worn  out  by  time,  and  throttling  snares, 

And  twisted  gut,  the  foot  that  clogs 
And  grips  the  leg  of  stags  or  bears: 

Gives  collar-brace  for  coupling  dogs. 
For  now  with  age  his  strength  is  sped. 
And  mountain-ranging  days  are  dead. 
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ANTinATPOT 

ryjpaX^ov  vecfiXccQ  Tpuyo?  t68e,  xal  xpt^XtxTov 

lyvoTreSav,  xal  tccq  veupoTevcT?  Tray^^af;, 
xXcoPouc;  t'  a(jt,9tppcoYa(;,  avaaTraarouc;  ts  Sspdt-'i^ag, 

xal  TTupl  Oy]YaX^ou(;  o^uTrayetc;  axaXtxaf;, 
xal  Tav  eiixoXXov  8pu6c;  lx(xa8a,  t6v  xe  TreT/jvoiv 

aypEurav  l^oJ  (i-uSaX^ov  S6vaxa, 
xal  xpu9tou  TpixXcoaTOv  eTiiCTTraaTT^pa  p6Xoio, 

(5cpxuv  TE  xXayEptov  XaifjiOTreSav  yEpavcov, 
aoi,  ITav  w  axoTTiYiTa,  yspat;  Oeto  ncdQ  NsoXaSa 

KpccxJ^iQ,  6  0Y)p£UTa(;,  'Apxa?  Sen  'Opxopt,Evou, 

VI.  109 
ANTinATPOT 

T6v  rrapoi;  'Op(^y]Xoto  [XEfxuxoTa  Seipam  raupov, 

Tov  Tuplv  spTj^coTav  Gyjpa  MaxvjSovtaq, 
AapSavEcov  oXety^p',  6  xEpauvioi;  eIXe  ^'ikimzoc,, 

TrX-yj^ag  alyaveqc  ppeyfjia  xuvaysTiSi" 
xal  tocSe  aol  (3piapac,  *HpaxX££(;,  ou  Sly  a  ^upaccc, 

0Y)X£V,  d(j.ai[i.ax£TOu  xparoc;  ipeiayLCc,  xipoc. 
aag  toi  oS'  ex  pt^a(;  avaSsSpofjiEV  ou  ti  astx^i; 

TiaTpwat;  ^aXouv  spya  (SooxTaoiaf;. 

VI.  115 
HArKPATOTE 

'Ex  Tcupog  6  patar/jp,  xal  6  xapxivo;;,  t]  te  Trupayprj 
ayxELvG'  'H9aLC7T(p,  Scopa  IIoXuxpaTEOQ, 

6)  TTUxvov  xpoTECov  uTTEp  ccxyLOvoq  EupsTO  TTaialv 
6X[3ov,  o'tC^pYjv  waapLEvoc;  TTEvtyjv. 

VI.  117 
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A  BIRD-CATCHER 

This  ragged  cloud-net,  and  this  twisted  snare, 
And  gins  for  setting  with  the  sinew  taut: 
And  stakes  whose  fine  point  in  the  fire  was  wrought: 

Springes  for  throttling,  cages  worse  for  wear. 

This  sticky  oak-glue,  and  the  fowling  rod 

On  which  the  smear  of  birdlime  still  remains: 

Snap-cord  for  trap-nets  hidden  on  the  sod, 
And  noose  to  catch  the  neck  of  noisy  cranes :  — 

To  Pan,  the  guard  of  uplands  perilous. 

Gives  Craubis,  trapper,  of  Orchomenus. 

A  WILD  BULL  SLAIN 

The  bull,  that  bellowing  on  Orbelus'  height 

Slew  men  through  Macedonia  far  and  near, 
Philip  with  lightning  stroke  hath  killed  in  fight. 

Piercing  its  forehead  with  his  hunting  spear. 
He  brings  thee,  Heracles,  for  gift  in  full 

Horns  of  that  dauntless  head  and  mighty  hide : 
For  with  his  sires  in  tourney  of  the  bull 

Right  well  the  scion  of  thy  line  hath  vied. 

A  BLACKSMITH 
Hammer  and  pincers,  tongs  the  fire  to  stoke 

Here  to  Hephaestus  gives  Polycrates: 
His  children's  welfare  many  an  anvil-stroke, 

Forfending  penury,  achieved  with  these. 
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TEMPLE  OFFERINGS 

ANTinATPOT 

'A  96p(jtt,Y^,  Ta  TE  T6^a,  xal  dtyxuXa  SixTua  <I>ot[3<p 
ScoaiSoj;,  ^x  re  <I>[Xa(;,  ^x  te  IIoXuxpaTEog. 

)((I)  \ikv  ol'aT£UTY]p  XEpa^v  ptov"  a  8k  XuptoSig 
Tocv  ^eXuv  WYpEUT/jc;  ajTraas  ttXextoc  Xtva. 

dcXX*  6  [ikv  a)xup6Xojv  Icov  xpdi:TO(;,  a  8k  <pipono 
(Scxpa  Xupac;,  6  8'  ^x^^  Trpcora  xuvayeata*;. 

VI.  118 


HrHsinnoT 

*  ActttI?  dcTTO  PpoTEcov  cofxcov  Tifiavopot;  '}](i,ai 
vaw  uTccopocpta  HaXXaSof;  aXxifjtaxac;, 

TToXXa  atSapEtou  XEXovt^xsvoc  ex  TroXsjjt-oto, 
Tov  [iz  9£povT'  alsl  puo[i,£va  GavdcTou. 

VI.  124 


MNASAAKOT 

"HStq  TYJSs  [XEvco  7ToX£{jiou  Six^,  xaXov  (5cvaxT0(; 

CTTspvov  sfjicp  vcoTcp  TCoXXocxt.  puaa(i.£va. 
xaLTTEp  tt^Xe^oXou^  tou^,  xal  5(£p[J!.aSt,'  alva 

(jLupta,  xal  SoXi^a?  SE^ajjtEva  xafxaxat;, 
ouSettote  KXeitoio  Xitceiv  TUEpifxaxEa  Trax^v 

9a(jit  xaTa  pXooupov  9Xota(Bov  'EvuaXtou. 

VI.  125 
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A  TRIPLE  GIFT 

Arrows,  a  lyre,  and  circling  mesh  here  set 
By  Sosis,  Phile,  and  Polycrates: — 

The  shooter's  bow,  the  hunter's  woven  net, 
The  lyre  from  her  who  chanted  to  its  keys. 

May  one  with  pride  of  song,  one  in  the  chase, 

One  with  his  deadly  aim,  take  foremost  place. 


TIMANOR'S  SHIELD 

This  shield,  upon  Timanor's  shoulders  worn. 
Rests  under  battle-winning  Pallas'  roof. 

Through  dust  and  moil  of  iron  warfare  borne, 
Against  the  death-stroke  it  was  ever  proof. 


A  SHIELD  SPEAKS 

Here  now,  far  from  the  wars,  I  rest  alone 

Who  saved  my  master's  life  through  many  a  year. 

I  took  the  far-thrown  bolt,  the  monster  stone 
In  thousands,  and  the  dint  of  shafted  spear: 

But  never  did  I  quit  that  mighty  arm, 

Or  fail  him  in  the  roar  of  war's  alarm. 
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TEMPLE  OFFERINGS 

NIKIOY 

M£XXov  (Jtpa  OTuyepav  xdtyw  tcote  Svjpiv  "Apr)o; 

ixTzpoXiTCOuaoi  yopcov  TrapOEviwv  atsiv 
'ApT^fjuSoc;  Tuepl  va6v,  'ETit^evo^  evOa  ix'  ^Otjxev, 

X£ux6v  eTTEL  XEivou  Y'?ipa<;  ^xeips  (jleXt^. 

VI.  127 

AEQNIAA 

Oi'S'  arro  AEuxavcov  Oup£aa:T!.SE(;,  ol  Bi  ^aXivol 

aTOLX'^lSov,  ^saTOL  t'  a(i.cpi[3oXoi  xafiaxec; 
SIS(jt.Y]VTa!,,  TToOsouaai,  opicof;  'Itztzoix;  te  xal  (5cv8pai;, 
IlaXXaSt,"  Toix;  S'  6  [XEXat;  afxcpE/avEv  Gavaxot;. 

VI.  131 
ANAKPEONTOS 

'PuaajjLEva  IIuGcova  Sut^a/sof;  ex  7roXs(i,oi,o 
aaTTi^,  'A0y]vat7j(;  ^v  TE(i.£vei  xp^aarat. 

VI.  141 
AEQNIAA  TAPANTINOT  o'l  Se 
TAITOTAIKOT 

'AypovofjLcp  tocSe  ITavi,  xal  EuaaTYJpt,  Auatco 

TTpsaPuc;,  xal  Nu^jLcpaig  'Apxat;  eOt^xe  Bltcov 
riavl  (JLEV  dpTtToxov  yiyLccpov  aujjiTratoTopa  fAarpog, 

XLaaou  8h  Bpo(i.Lcp  xXcova  TToXuTrXavsoq* 
Nupt9ai(;  Ss  oxtEp^c;  euttoixiXov  av0O(;  oTrwpTjf;, 

9uXXa  TE  7TE7TTa[i,£vcov  alfjiaTOEVTa  poScov. 
dv0'  Jjv  EuiiSpov,  Nu[X9at,  toSe  Sa)[jLa  y^povTOf; 

au^ETE,  Ildv  yXayEpov,  Bdxys  7roXuaTd9uXov. 

VI.  154 
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EPIXENUS'  SHIELD. 

Epixenus  this  shield 

Gives  to  the  goddess'  shrine, 
Since  age  hath  wasted  all  his  strength  away. 

Far  from  the  battle-field 

Here  destined  to  recline, 
It  listens  while  the  maidens  dance  and  play. 

SPOILS  OF  WAR 

Here  bridle,  shield,  and  shafted  spear  in  rows — 

Leucanian  spoils — are  hung, 
Mourning  both  horse  and  rider:  over  those 

Death  hath  his  gloomy  shadow  flung. 

PYTHON'S  SHIELD 
This  shield,  which  guarded  Python  through  the  din 
Of  war,  now  hangs  Athene's  shrine  within. 

BITON'S  GIFTS 
Biton  to  Pan,  the  warder  of  the  glade, 

To  Bacchus,  and  the  Nymphs  his  offering  makes. 
To  Pan  a  kid  that  by  its  mother  played; 

A  sprig  of  climbing  ivy  Bacchus  takes : 
The  Nymphs  have  rosebuds  dashed  with  crimson  foam^ 

And  all  the  broidered  flowers  that  autumn  :  hapes. 
Ye  Nymphs!  give  plenteous  water  for  his  home: 

Pan,  give  him  milk,  and  Bacchus  clustered  grapes. 
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ANTinATPOY  SIAQNIOY 

'*A  TzApoQ  al(i.aT6ev  7toX£[xou  [liXoq  iv  Sat  adXTrty^ 
xal  yXuxuv  elpavag  IxTrpoylouaa  v6(jiov, 

&yy.ei[ioi.i,  (Dcp^vixe,  xe^v  TptTwvtSi.  xoupqc 
Scopov,  ^ptPpu/wv  TrauaafjLEva  xcXaSoiv. 

VI.  159 

ANTinATPOT  2IAQNI0T 

KepxtSa  tocv  opOptva,  j^eXtSoviScov  ajjia  9a)va, 

[jieX7ro(i.^vav,  laTcov  HaXXaSot;  txXxu6va, 
t6v  t£  xapY]Pap£ovTa  TroXuppoipSr^TOv  (5cTpaxTov, 

xXtoaT^pa  axpETTTaq  euSpofiov  (ipTce86va(;, 
xal  TTYjvat;,  xal  T6vSe  9t,X-)r)XaxaTov  xaXaOCaxov, 

axoiyLOVOQ  aaxiQTou  xal  lokvnoi.q  9uXaxa, 
Tioiic,  ayaGou  TeXsatXXa  Aioxkioq,  a  (piXoepybQ 

etpox6(jicov  Koripqc  6if)xaT0  SecnrdTiSi,. 

VI.  160 

MEAEATPOT 

Tit;  TaSe  [loi  0vy]T(ov  to:  Trepl  Gptyxoiatv  dvyi^j;ev 

axuXa,  Travata/iaTTjv  T^p^nv  'EvuaXtou; 
o{>TS  ydp  alyaveat  Tieptayleg,  oure  Tt  tt/jXtq^ 

aXXo90(;,  OUTS  96vcp  xpavGsv  (5tp7)pe  adxog' 
dXX'  auTcof;  yavocovxa  xal  daTU9£XixTa  atSdpq), 

old  TTsp  oux  evo7rd(;,  dXXd  xopcov  ^vapa, 
■olc;  0dXa[jLov  xoafi-elxe  ya(i,rjXiov  OTcXa  Sc  XuGpq) 

Xei(36txeva  Ppoxeco  aTjxoc;  "Apyjot;  ^x^"-- 

VI.  163 
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A  CLARION 

Clarion,  that  rolled  out  battle's  bloody  note 
And  poured  in  time  of  peace  a  merry  strain, 

Here  to  the  Queen  of  Warfare  I  devote, 
Never  to  sound  its  ringing  tones  again. 

A  WEAVER'S  GIFTS 

Shuttle  at  dawn  that  with  the  swallows  sang — 

That  singer  of  the  loom  that  Pallas  wist — 
The  twirling  spindle  with  its  head  ahang. 

That  races  on  and  turns  the  wool  to  twist: 
The  wool  and  basket,  dear  to  weaver's  heart. 

Which  holds  the  finished  thread  and  clews  in 
store: — 
These  Gelasilla,  lover  of  her  art, 

Gives  to  the  Queen  whom  spinners  all  adore. 

OFFERINGS  MISPLACED 
Who  dared  to  set  within  my  temple's  realm 

These  spoils,  the  shameless  ^A^ar- God's  fell 
delight? 
No  shafted  lances  here,  nor  crested  helm, 

Nor  buckler  stained  with  blood  befit  my  sight. 
Glad  offerings  shall  be  mine,  by  steel  unmarred, 

Won  not  from  battle  but  from  dance  and  song, 
And  meet  for  bridal  chamber — weapons  scarred 

And  dripping  gore  to  Ares'  shrine  belong. 
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TEMPLE   OFFERINGS 

nATAOY  SIAENTIAPIOT 

Boxputcov  d>ca|j,avTa  9UTC0V  XcoPrjxopa  xdcTrpov, 

t6v  Opaauv  u^J^ix^fi-cov  h)^ixi'Z(xv  Sovaxcov, 
TToXXaxLc;  i^epuaavTa  Oooiv  axfxaLatv  686vTa)v 

SevSpea,  xal  vofxtouc;  Tpe(|;a{j,evov  oxuXaxac;, 
avT7)aa(;  7T:oTa|i,oto  niXcuc,,  7re(pptx6Ta  yolzy.c,^ 

(icprt,  xal  i^  uXat;  Tiayxu  XtTCOvxa  pdcGo;;, 
^(aXxco  HetvocpiXot;  xaTevrjpaTO,  xal  rrapa  ^fiyoi 

07)p6(;  aGcoTCEUTou  Ilavl  xaOYJ^J;£  8£pa(;. 

VI.  168 

0TIAAOT 

Al  TCTsXfat  Tcp  Ilavt,  xal  at  Tavu(i.Y)Xsec;  a^rai 
iTsat,  7^  0'  tspa  xajj,9t,Xa97)<;  Tz\6i'zmoq, 

xal  Xi,[3aSEg,  xal  rauxa  (SoTvjptxa  Ilavl  xuTreXXa 
(JcyxetTai,  Si^j;y5(;  9ap(i,ax'  aXs^ixaxa. 

VI.  170 


ANTinATPOT 

HaXXaSt  xal  rpiaaal  Osaav  aXixci;,  laov  dpaj(va 

TsO^at  XsTcraXEOv  aTocpLov'  £7riaTd(i,£vai. 
AirjfjLO)  [i,£V  TaXapiaxov  eutuXoxov,  'Apatvoa  §£ 

EpydcTLv  £uxXa)CT'Tou  vY]{i,aTO^  YjXaxdTav. 
xepxiSa  8'  euttoltjtov,  dyjSova  xdv  £v  EpiOoK;, 

Bax/uXic;,  £uxp£XTOU(;  a  St£xptv£  (jlitou(;. 
^coetv  ydp  Stj^a  TravTo;;  6v£iS£0(;  i^0£X'  ^xdaxa, 

^etve,  Tov  iy.  yzipoiv  dpvupLEva  ptoTov. 

VI.  174 
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A  WILD  BOAR  SLAIN 

The  boar,  that  tireless  spoiler  of  my  vines, 

Who  in  the  lofty  sedges  couched  his  might, 
Whose  tusks  uprooted  all  my  growing  bines 

And  often  turned  the  shepherd  dogs  to  flight — 
I  met  him  near  the  brook,  his  bristling  mane 

Rough  from  the  tangled  thicket  where  he  dwelt, 
And,  killing  him,  upon  this  beech  am  fain 

To  hang  for  Pan  the  hateful  monster's  pelt. 

CUPS  FOR  PAN 
The  elm  trees  all  belong  to  Pan: 

For  him  the  willows  shoot  aloft: 
His  are  the  plane  trees  smooth  in  span, 

And  rills  that  run  about  the  croft. 
Then  let  him  take  these  homely  cups, 

From  which  a  shepherd  drinks  his  bout, 
When  physic  for  his  thirst  he  sups — 

The  wine  that  drives  all  troubles  out. 

THREE  WEAVERS 

Three  women,  matched  in  age,  of  like  degree 

In  skill  of  weaving,  gifts  to  Pallas  bring. 
Demo  her  basket  gives:  Arsinoe 

Her  spindle,  whence  the  wool  comes  ravelling: 
Bacchylis  comb,  that  plies  between  the  thread, 

And  while  it  works  sings  like  a  nightingale. 
Beyond  reproach  each  wished  to  earn  her  bread, 

Making  her  handiwork  for  life  avail. 
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TEMPLE   OFFERINGS 

HrHEinnoY 

A^^ai,  (J.'  'HpaxXe^/ApxeCTTaTOu  lep6v  ^ttXov, 
69pa  ttotI  ^earov  TcaaxaSa  xexXi[x^va 

yy;paX£a  TsX^Ootjjit,  /opwv  atouaa  xai  ofj-vcov 
cipxe(Tco  aTuyepa  S^pt?  'EvuaXtou. 

VI.  178 

TAITOTAIKOY 

AaJ^eo,  Ti(j,y)£aaa  KuO'/jptac;,  u{xvo7r6Xoio 

XiToc  TocS'  £x  Xt-Tou  Swpa  AecoviSsw 
rrevraSa  T-y)v  CTTa9uX-7i<;  eupwyea,  xal  [leXi'fiSkc, 

TTptol'ov  eu9uXXo)v  auxov  octc'  axpe[jL6vojv, 
xal  TauTir]v  dcTrsTyjXov  aXiv/jxTetpav  eXat'/jv, 

xal  4'at'<y'C'wv  oXiycov  8pay(i,a  Trev.ypaXsov, 
xal  oTay6va  oTTOvSiTtv,  ael  Ouseaaiv  ottt^Sov, 

T7)v  xuXixoi;  Patoi  7i:uG(jL£vt.  xeuOopLsvr^v. 
el  8',  oiQ  [ie\j  Papuyutov  cxTTcoaao  vouctov,  eXaaaect; 

xal  TTSvtrjv,  Scoaei  TrtaXeov  ^(ijjLapov. 

VI.  190 

MAPKOT  APPENTAPIOT 

SavSaXa  xal  [xiTpTjv  TreptxaXXsa,  t6v  te  [aupoTTvouv 
PoCTTpU/OV  WpaiCOV  oiSXoV  tXTTO  7rXoxd[JLcov, 

xal  ^(ovTjv,  xal  Xstttov  uTcevSufia  touto  xtfwvoc;, 

xal  Toc  7i£pl  GTspvoK;  ayXaa  (jiaaToSeTa, 
*a{jLPpoTov  eucoSlvoc;  IttsI  cpuys  vTjSuog  oyxov 
*eu9pavTY)  vyjco  Grjxev  utt'  '  ApTiy.iBoQ. 

VI.  201 
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A  SPEAR 

May  Heracles  receive  this  noble  lance, 
And  by  his  marble  columns  let  it  lean, 

There  to  grow  old  mid  sound  of  song  and  dance; 
For  strife  enough  of  warfare  hath  it  seen. 

LEONIDAS'  OFFERING 
Plain  gifts  from  a  plain  giver,  noble  queen, 

Take  from  Leonidas,  the  minstrel,  these:  — 
A  juicy  fig  fresh  gathered  from  the  green, 

And  fine  grapes  in  a  cluster  rich  to  squeeze: 
A  leafless  olive  dressed  to  swim  in  brine: 

A  sorry  handful  of  small  barley  cakes: 
And,  suiting  sacrifice,  a  drop  of  wine. 

That  scarce  the  bottom  of  the  goblet  slakes. 
You  keep  my  limbs  sound:  an  you  drive  away 
Foul  penury,  a  young  kid  will  I  slay. 

CHILDBIRTH 

Sandals  and  headband  fair  and  scented  tress, 
Fresh  from  the  locks  which  her  ripe  beauty  wore: 

Her  girdle,  too,  and  fine-spun  under-dress, 
And  rich-hued  fillet  which  her  breast  upbore: 

These  gives  she  to  the  shrine  of  Artemis, 

Who  saved  her  life  and  brought  her  childbed  bliss. 
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AEDNIAOT  TAPANTINOY 

GripiQ  6  8at8aX6xetp  xqc  IlaXXdtSi.  ttyjx'JV  dcxafXTT^, 

xod  T£Tav6v,  vcoTcp  xa(X7rT'S(i,evov,  rrptova, 

xal  tt^Xexuv,  puxdcvav  t*  euay^a,  xal  Trepiay^*; 

xpuTravov,  ^x  xi^'^OLQ  (JcvOexo  TrauadcfXEvoq. 

VI.  204 
ANTinATPOT  SIAnNIOT 
SdcvSaXa  (x^v  xa  tcoSwv  OaXTTTripta  xauTa  Btxivva, 

euT^X^oiv  ^paT^v  axuTordfXcov  xajxaTov 
t6v  Ss  91.Xot:X£xtoio  x6[i.a(;  a9tYXTyipa  OtXatvt?, 

Pa7rT6v  aX6(;  noXiric,  (icvGsat  x£xpu9aXov 
ptTT^Sa  8'  'AvT^xXeia*  xaXuTTTstpav  8k  Tcpoacorrou, 

Epyov  apcc'/yctloic,  vr)[j.aaiv  ia6[i.opov, 
a  xaXa  'HpaxXeta*  tov  t\)aTizipri  8i  Spaxovra, 

Xpuaetov  paStvcov  xoafxov  £Tri,a9up[cov, 
TTaTpoc;  'ApiGTOTeXou?  auvoji-covupioc;'  at  ctdvo(j.7]0£i.? 
aXixe?  Oupavty)  Swpa  KuGrjptaSi. 

VI.  206 
SIMQNIAOT 

X£i[xsp['/]v  viq)eToTo  xaTYjXuatv  rjvix'  aXu^a(; 

FaXXot;  ^pYjjjLatrjv  v^XuO'  U7r6  aTrtXaSa, 
uETov  (5cpTi  x6[XY](;  a7r£[j(,6p^aTO'  tou  8k  xax'  I'xvo;; 

pou9ayoi;  Iq  xoiXtqv  axpaTTov  Txto  Xecov. 
auTap  6  7r£TCTa(i,£vy)  (i.£ya  TU[j,7ravov  iayzQe  /stp^, 

YJpa^EV,  y-Oivcc/r]  8^iCLyzv  avrpov  ocTrav 
ouS'  £tXy]  KuPeXt)?  L£p6v  PpopLov  uXov6[jLog  0r]p 

(jtEivat.,  av'  uXrJEV  8'  coxui;  £0uv£v  opog, 
5etaa<;  Y)[xtyuvatxa  6£7J(;  Xaxpiv,  be,  tocSe  'P£ta 

£vSuTa  xal  ^avOout;  £xp£(i.aa£v  7rXoxap(.ou(;. 

VI.  217 
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A  CARPENTER 

Theris,  the  deft,  gives  his  unbending  rule, 
His  saw  with  bending  back  well  set  to  run, 

And  axe  and  smoothing  plane  and  boring  tool: 
For  all  his  dainty  craftsmanship  is  done. 

FIVE  FRIENDS 
Bitinna  gives  the  shoes  that  warmed  her  feet — 

The  finest  work  cordwainer's  art  could  make: 
Philaenis  that  which  held  her  hair  in  pleat — 

Her  headband  dyed  with  flowers  of  purple  lake : 
A  fan  from  Anticleia:  and  a  veil 

Most  like  to  spider's  web — so  finely  wove — 
From  Heracleia:  snake  of  golden  trail. 

Which  erstwhile  round  her  slender  ankle  clove, 
From  Aristotle's  child.  Friends  of  an  age, 
To  heavenly  Cypris  these  their  gifts  they  gage. 

A  VOTARY  OF  CYBELE 

Caught  in  the  downpour  of  a  winter  storm 

Gallus  sought  shelter  in  a  rocky  nook: 
But  while  he  dried  his  hair,  a  lion's  form 

He  spied  oncoming  in  the  path  he  took. 
Then  loud  upon  the  timbrel  in  his  hand 

He  crashed,  &  through  the  cave  the  clanging  rolled : 
So  Cybele's  music  made  the  monster  stand, 

Then  turned  him  headlong  down  the  forest  wold. 
Now  to  the  goddess  here  her  votary 
Gives  woman's  dress  and  yellow  locks  in  fee. 
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AEHNIAOY 

Xe(.(jLepl7)v  8ia  vuKTa,xaXa^7jEVT(i  te  aup(jL6v, 

xal  VK^erbv  9euycov  xal  xpu/jsvra  Tckyrj^j^ 
(xouvoX^cov,  xai  St)  xexaxcofjifvoc;  aOpoa  yuia, 

•/jXOe  9tXoKp7](jLvcov  auXtv  £(;  aly!,v6(i.a)v. 
ot  8'  oux  afi.9'  atycov  [X£[jL£X-/)[j.£vot,,  aXXa  Tiept  a9£6jv, 

el'axo  acoTYJpa  Zyjv'  ETCixExX^fxevot. 
Xet{J'a  8^*  Orjp  {xeLvai;  Or;p  vuxtioc;,  oute  tiv'  avSpoJv 

ouTE  [BoTcov  (3Xa^];a(;,  cxi'/tT  dcTrauXdauvoc;. 
oL  Se  7ra0'/](;  Epyov  t68'  £uypa9£(;  axpoXo9tTai, 

Zavl  Trap'  £U7Tp£(jt,vcp  xaS'  avsOEVTo  Spot. 

VI.  221 

AAAAIOT  MAKEAONOS 

AuXaxi  xal  y/jpa  TExpufXEvov  EpyartvYjv  Pouv 
"AXxcov  ou  90vtY]v  v^yayE  Trpoi;  xorrtSa, 

aiSEa6El(;  ^pycov  6  Ss  rrou  [iaOs'/)  l;vl  Trotr^ 
[jLUXY]6[Xor<;  dcpoTpou  tepttet'  sXEuGEpty). 

VI.  228 

MAIKIOT 

ro(i,9i6Sou7raxaXi,va,  xal  a(X9iTpryTov  *  utteixtocv 

XYjfjLov,  xal  yEvucov  a9LyxTop'  £0ppa9£a, 
tocvSe  t'  ETri7rXy)XTEi.pav  aTuoppyjTOto  Sttoy(j.ou 

[jLaaTtya,  axatou  Srjyfjia  t'  ETritj^EXiou, 
XEvrpa  t'  EvatjjLYjEVTa  Sico^lttttoio  {jlucot:o(;,  , 

xal  TTpiCTTov  «];y]XTpy)(;  xvYJafi-a  atSr^poSETOv, 
S(.7rXoi(;  Tjiovcov  a)puy[JLaoiv,  "Ia0[xiE,  tep90e(,c, 

Scopa,  IIoaEiSov,  iysic,  xauTa  Trapa  LTpaTtou. 

VI.  233 
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A  LION 

One  wintry  night,  by  hail  and  storm  bestead 

Mid  driving  gales  of  snow  and  icy  cold, 
A  lion  draggled  and  discomfited 

Came  to  the  mountain  goatherds'  upland  fold. 
Their  flocks  forgetting,  self  their  only  thought, 

They  cried  for  help  to  Zeus  in  sore  alarm. 
Till  in  the  storm  the  lion  passed  distraught, 

And  neither  man  nor  beast  took  any  harm. 
Then  their  adventure  here  the  highland  folk 
Carved  fair  for  Zeus  upon  this  stalwart  oak. 

AN  OX  REWARDED 

Worn  out  with  plowing,  worked  through  many 

a  year. 
His  ox  for  work's  reward  was  spared  the  knife, 
And  set  in  goodly  pastures  there  to  cheer — 
Freed  from  the  groaning  plow — the  rest  of  life. 

THE  ISTHMIAN  GAMES 

Reins  with  jingling  studs  and  bridle-band. 

Cheek-piece  neatly  sewn  to  grip  the  jaw, 
Whip  to  lash  the  coursers  out  of  hand, 

Chain  to  curb  them  and  to  leftward  draw. 
Goads  for  pricking  in  the  chariot  race. 

These,  and  well-toothed  iron  curry-comb, 
Isthmian  Poseidon,  here  I  place, 

Gladdened  oft  by  roars  beside  the  foam. 
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0AAAOT 

*Ea7rep[ot.(;  \iiyix  y^i-p^KX  xocX  -/jcooic;  TrepdcTEaCTtv, 
KaTaap,  dcvixdcTcov  ^xyovE  'Pw(i,uXiScov, 

alOeplr^v  y^veaiv  a£o  [j,^X7ro(i.ev,  ocjjicpil  ^s  fiofiott; 
Y7]6oauvou(;  Xotfia?  a7T£vSo(i,ev  aOavaToic;. 

aXXa  CTU  TraTTTTwotg  ettI  py)(i.aai.v  I'xvoc;  ^pctScov 
s\)yo[iivoiq  i][iiv  ttouXij  [lIvok;  in  ixo^. 

VI.  235 

AnOAAQNIAOT 

Eu9pa)v  ou  tteSLou  TroXuauXaxoi;  et[i  6  yep(xi6q, 
ouSs  TToXuyXeuxou  yeiofjiopof;  [36Tpuo(;' 

dcXX'  dpoTpco  Ppa)^u(3coXov  ETrt-xvi^ovTi  ^apdoaco 
yipoov,  xal  Patou  TriSaxa  pcoy^c;  ^x^- 

■oS  (jlsv  I'S'  £^  oXtycov  oXiyy]  x^P'-*^-  ^^  ^^  SiSoiigt; 
TrXsLOva,  xal  ttoXXoJv,  Salfxov,  dTrap^ofjieGa. 

VI.  238 

AnOAAQNIAOT 

SfXYjvso^  ex  (xe  rajjLwv  yXuxepov  Qipoq  *  dc(X(pi.vo(i,^ci)v 
yyjpaiot;  KXeiTwv  amlaz  [lekiaaoizovoq,, 

d{ji[3poaioiv  £apO(;  xiqpcov  [leki  7roXX6v  d(jt.eX^a(;, 
Scopov  d7ro!.(j.dvTou  Tir)Xo7r£T£U(;  dysXy]!;. 

6e^7](;  S'  eafjLOToxov  x^9^^  octuXstov,  eu  Ss  (xeXixpo^ 
vsxTapog  £jjL7TXY)crai,{;  xYjpoTraysTg  0aXd[xa(;. 

VI.  239 
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CAESAR 

Joy  of  the  world  from  east  to  western  shore, 
Caesar,  thou  scion  of  unconquered  Rome: 

We  hymn  thy  birth  from  heaven  and  we  pour 
Glad  offerings  to  the  gods  beneath  thy  dome . 

Firm  in  thy  father's  footsteps  do  thou  tread, 

And  long  life  bless  thee,  as  our  prayers  are  sped. 


A  POOR  PEASANT 

Not  many  furrows  on  my  scanty  land, 
Nor  in  my  little  vine-plot  many  grapes: 
Shallow  the  sandy  soil  my  plowshare  scrapes, 

Nor  is  my  spring  of  water  very  grand. 
Little  for  little  counts:  but  give  me  more, 
Good  spirit,  and  I  promise  you  great  store. 


A  BEEKEEPER 

Cleiton,  the  old  bee-keeper,  from  his  hive 

And  its  sweet  harvest  gives  this  piece  of  comb. 

For  honey  in  the  scented  cells  did  thrive, 

Made  by  his  flock  which  wings  unherded  home, 

Give  him  a  bounteous  swarming  and  good  store 

Of  honeyed  nectar  on  each  waxen  floor. 
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(DIAinilOT 

KepxiSoLC,  6p0poXaXo!,c7i  y  eXiS6atv  eLy.eXo9(ovou(;, 

riaXXdSof;  Iotott^vou  XetojxtTout;  xajjiaxaq, 
xal  xT^va  xoa(jLox6(i,Y)v,  xal  8axTuX6Tpt7rTov  (itxpaxTov 

a90v8uXo8tvr)T(p  viQ[jLaTi  v/jy^jxevov, 
xat  TotXapov  ayotvotatv  u^acriisvov,  6v  tzox'  686vti. 

£7rX7)pou  ToXuTT/)  TTotaa  xaOaipo[i,£V7), 
col,  9LX£pt,0e  xopY)  HaXXavTiai;,  r)  (iaOuy/jpwi; 

Alai,6v7},  TTEv^ac;  Scopov,  dv£xpe[j(,y)aaev. 

VI.  247 

MNALAAKOT 

'  AoTilc;  'AXE^dvSpou  tou  OuXkioq  Upov  &.8z 
Scapov  'AttoXXcovc  ypuaox6(i.cp  S£So[xat, 

yyipcckicc  [ikv  I'tuv  7roX^[xo)v  utto,  yir)paX£a  S^ 
ojxcpaXov  dXX'  dp£Ta  Xd(i,7C0[j(.ai,  dt;  £xi'/ov 

dv8pl  xopuaaa(i,£va  auv  dptaTEt,  og  [i  dv£07)X£v. 
£(i,(jLl  8'  dyjaaaTOc;  Trd^JLTrav  d^'  oi!)  Y£v6[i,av, 

VI.  264 

HEPSOT 
Zaifjid  Toi,  (5  AaTcot,  xal  dvOefjioEVTa  xuTCaaaiv, 

xal  [jitTpav  [lOLaToXc,  acptyxTa  7r£pi,7cXo(i,Evav 
GyjxaTO  Ti[jt.d£aaa,  SugcoSivoto  yEvlOXac; 
dpyaXlov  8£xdTco  [Jt,7]vi  9UY0uaa  pdpoc;. 

VI.  272 


158 


TEMPLE    OFFERINGS 

A  POOR  WEAVER 
Shuttles  that  vied  with  swallow's  song  at  mom, 

The  smoothing  rods  of  Pallas  when  she  weaves; 
The  comb  for  ranging  and  the  distaff  worn 

By  handling,  as  the  twirling  thread  it  heaves; 
Her  basket,  made  of  plaited  rush,  to  hold 

The  clews  of  wool,  well  tedded  with  the  tooth, 
Aesione,  fond  of  work  but  very  old, 

Here  leaves — the  gift  of  penury  in  sooth. 


ALEXANDER'S  SHIELD 
I,  shield  of  Alexander  at  this  shrine — 

To  golden-haired  Apollo  vowed  by  him — 
With  all  the  hero's  valour  still  do  shine. 

Though  worn  by  war  my  front  and  worn  my  rim : 
For,  mid  his  noble  panoply  arrayed, 
I  never  knew  defeat  since  I  was  made. 


A  WIFE'S  OFFERING 

Her  girdle  and  her  flower-embroidered  dress, 
And  ribbon  wound  about  her  bosom's  girth, 

A  wife  gives,  safe  delivered  after  stress 

Of  ten  months'  carriage  and  a  painful  birth. 
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AAHAON 

TtpLapsTa  Tipb  yajjLoto  toc  TUfxrcava,  t-/]v  t'  iparsivr^v 
a9atpav,  tov  te  x6{i,a(;  puxopa  x£xpu9aXov, 

Ta<;  TE  x6pa(;,  Aifxvaxi,  x6pa  >c6pa,  ax;  ^Trteixlt;, 
(itvOeTo,  xal  ra  xopav  lv8u(JLaT',  'Apr^jjiiSt. 

Aaxcpa,  Tu  8^  TratSoc;  uTr^p  x^po'  Ti[jt,ap£Te[a(; 
07;xa[jL£va,  acoJ^oif;  tocv  oaiav  6a[coc;. 

VI.  280 

AEQNIAA 

AaPpoCTUvqc  xdcSe  Scopa,  9iXeuX£iXfp  '^e  Aa9uy(jL0j 

0Y)xaTO  AeiaoJ^ou  Awptecof;  x£9aXa, 
Tcoq  AapiacraLcof;  xuToyaaTopai;  £'j/r]T7)pa(;, 

xal  xuTpca<;,  xal  tocv  eupuxaSyj  xuXixa, 
xal  Tav  £uxaXx6)Tov  £u->fva(ji7rT6v  t£  xpEiypo^v, 

xal  xvYJaTtv,  xal  Tav  etvoSovov  Topuvav. 
Aa^poauva,  au  Bk  TauTa  xaxou  xaxa  ScopyjTYipoc 

BeE,cc[iiv(x.y  ve6aai(;  [xtq  Tioxa  aco9poauvav. 

VI.  305 


AEHNIAOY  AAEHANAPEHS 
Ili[iyLC(.T(x  TiQ  XtTiocovTa,  'ziq  "ApEi  tw  TCToXtTCOpGca 

^oTpuc;,  lie,  Se  poScov  Or^xsv  s^ol  xaXuxa(;; 
Ni)[jL9at,c;  TauTa  9£poi  tiq'  dvat{xaxTOU(;  Ss  0u7]Xar 
ou  8ixo[iC(.i  ^oi[Loiq  6  0paCTU(i,7)Tt,(;  "Apyjt;. 

VI.  324 
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TOYS  AND  DOLLS 

Drums,  play-ball,  &  the  band  that  clipped  her  head 

A  maid  to  maiden  Artemis  devotes, 
And  with  them,  since  her  time  is  come  to  wed. 

She  gives  her  maiden  dolls  and  all  their  coats. 
Lay  hand  upon  her,  queen,  in  hallowed  wise, 
And  keep  her  ever  hallowed  in  thine  eyes. 


A  GLUTTON 

To  Gluttony  and  Gullet  of  good  lick 

Deisozus  offers,  from  his  heart  and  soul 
Of  hollowed  bellied  cooking-pots  the  pick, 

And  ladles  and  this  widely-gaping  bowl : 
This  brazen-mounted  finely  modelled  spit. 

This  grater,  and  the  spoon  for  stirring  soup : 
Take  them — ill -giver's  evil  gifts  to  wit — 

But  ne'er  to  sober  living  let  him  droop. 


THE  WAR  GOD 

For  Ares,  who  smites  down 

The  high  embattled  town, 
Who  brings  these  dainty  cakes  &  grapes  and  roses? 

Away  with  toys  like  these, 

Which  Nymphs  perchance  may  please: 
On  Ares'  shrine  no  bloodless  gift  reposes. 
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TAITOTAIKOT 

7rat8a  rraT^p  "AXxwv  6Xow  arrtiyyf^ivToi.  Sptixovxt 

dcOp-Zjaat;,  SEiXfj  t6^ov  ^xafji^^e  /ep^' 
67]p6(;  8'  oux  dcpajjiapTE,  8ta  aT6(xaT0{;  yocp  6Xct6q 

•Jji^ev,  tutGou  [3at6v  U7rep0e  {3p£(pou(;. 
TrauCTajjLEVot;  Ss  96voi,o,  Trapa  Sput  Tf^Se  9aplTp7]v 

av^fxa  xal  euruxtiQi;  Otjxe  xal  euoTox^'/jg. 

VI.  331 


MNASAAKOT 

Sol  y.kv  xafJiTTuXa  xo^a,  xal  lo^satpa  cpaperpa, 
Swpa  Tiapa  Ilpo^axou,  OoT^e,  xaSe  xp£fxaTaf 

loxjq  Bk  v:xep6zvT(x<;  dcva  xXovov  &v8psQ  'ixoxjaiv 
ev  xpaSiaiq,  oXoa  ^sivta  SucpiEV^ajv. 

VI.  9 
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A  GOOD  SHOT 

A  deadly  serpent  coiled  about  his  son 

He  saw,  and  trembled  as  he  drew  the  bow, 

Nor  missed,  but  just  above  the  child  he  won 
Straight  through  the  reptile's  jaw,  and  laid 
him  low. 

Wherefore  he  hung  his  quiver  on  this  oak 

In  sign  of  his  good  fortune  and  good  stroke. 


AN  ARCHER'S  GIFTS 
I  hang  my  quiver  and  my  curving  bow 

Here  unto  lord  Apollo  set  apart: 
My  feathered  arrows — them  I  did  bestow 

Right  freely  each  within  a  foeman's  heart. 
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MEAEATPOY 

XtilKXTOQ  rjvefi.'SevTO?  an'  cciOipoq  oIxo[jl£voio, 
TTopcpup^T]  (jLEiSyjae  9epavG^o^  ztapoq  <Iop"/]. 
yala  8t  xuavev]  xXoepyjv  £aT£t]>aTO  tto^tqv, 
y.cd  9UTa  Gy]X-/)aavTa  v^ott;  IxofXTjae  Tzer-/]koic,. 
ol  8'  cxTraXy^v  ttlvovtec;  ae^tcpuTou  8p6aov  'Houc; 
XeipLcovEf;  yeXdcaatv,  avotYO(jL£voi,o  p6Soto. 
Xaipei  xal  CTupiyyi  vo\ie\jq  ev  opeoai  Xiyaivcov, 
xal  Tvokiolq  kpiapoic,  ImxipneToci  cx.lno'Xoc,  atycov. 
r^Sr^  Be  TrXcoouatv  err'  cupca  xupiaTa  vauTai 
Tcvoifj  a7r7][jt.avTq)  Ze9upou  Xiva  xoXTTtoaavTSf;. 
■/^St]  S'  eua^ouai  9epeoTa9i)Xcp  Atovuaco 
avGe'i  [3oTpu6£VTO(;  epe^^afjtevot,  Tpi/a  xtaaou. 
epya  Se  Te;(vr)£VTa  ^o'qyevieaai  y.zXioaoi.ic, 
xaXa  (jL^Xet,  xal  Gi[i^Xcd  icprnievcci  epya^ovxai, 
Xsuxa  TToXuTpiQTOio  v£6ppuTa  xaXX£a  xvjpoO. 
TravTY)  8'  6pv[0cov  y£V£y]  Xt,y\J9covov  (XelSei" 
dXxu6v£<;  TTEpl  xufxa,  xeXi86v£c;  a(jt,9l  (jtlXaGpa, 
xuxvog  £7t'  6/0at,CTt.v  TTOTatJiou,  xal  utt'  aXaog  dy]6cov. 
£1  §£  9UTC0V  xoctpouai  xofxai,  xal  yala  teOtjXev, 
oupt^£t  §£  vopLsui;,  xal  T£pT:£Tai  Euxopta  [irfkcc, 
xal  vaurai  ttXcooucti.,  Aiwvuaog  8s;  yop£i)£!., 
xal  [liXmi  tzbtzzivx,  xal  wStvouat.  (jLEXtaaai,, 
TTcoi;  ou  xp'^  >tal  dotSov  £v  Etapi.  xaXov  doTaa'/, 

IX.  363 
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THE  POET  IN  SPRING 
Now  stormy  winter  from  the  world  is  gone; 

The  purple  hours  of  blossom-laden  spring 
Smile,  and  dim  earth  with  herb  is  crowned  upon, 

While  budding  boughs  abroad  their  tresses  fling. 
Fair  meadows,  where  the  rosebud  opens  ripe, 

Laugh,  drinking  tender  dew  of  kindly  dawn; 
The  shepherd  on  the  mountain  shrills  his  pipe. 

Rejoicing,  as  he  tends  on  kid  or  fawn; 
And  o'er  the  wide  waves  mariners  fare  with  sails 
Well  spread  and  hollowed  well  by  undespiteful  gales. 

Now  to  the  cluster-laden  god  of  wine 

Glad  clamours  rise  from  swains,  upon  whose  locks 
Rich  blooms  of  many-berried  ivy  twine. 

Now  bees,  whose  birth  is  of  the  mouldering  ox — 
So  saith  the  legend — 'neath  their  straw-built  dome 

Ply  cunning  handiwork,  and  shape  amain 
Their  waxen  glory  of  fresh-molten  comb; 

Now  all  the  bird  clans  lift  a  clear-voiced  strain, 
At  sea  the  halcyon,  swallows  round  the  eaves. 
Swans  by  the  brook,  &  nightingales  amid  the  leaves. 

So  when  the  boughs  rejoice,  and  earth  is  bright 
With  blossoms;  when  the  shepherd  for  delight 

Pipes,  and  the  flocks  make  merry  all  day  long; 

When  sails  are  spreading,  when  thewine-god's  song 
Sounds  for  the  dance;  when  every  winged  thing 
Makes  music,  and  the  bees  in  travail  cling:  — 
How  should  a  singer  sing  not  sweetlv  in  the  spring? 
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ArAQIOT  SXGAASTIKOT 

EiiSia  [ikv  7r6vTO(;  7rop(pupETaf  ou  yap  (iif)Tr)(; 

xu[i.aTa  Xeuxatvei  9ptxl  xo'-paoa6[jL£va' 
ouxIti  S^  CTTTtXaSeaai  TispixXaCTOsTaa  OaXaaaa 

^[jLTraXiv  dvTWTT^c;  Trp^g  (iaOof;  clcayeTat,. 
01  ^^cpupot,  TrvslouCTLV,  iTTiTpu^ei,  8k  yeXtSojv 

xapqpeat  xoXX7)t6v  ttt) ^a[i,^vy)  GdcXafxov. 
Oapaei  vaurtXtr);;  ^[i,7T:eipa(jLe,  xav  rrapa  Dupriv, 

xav  Trapa  StxeXixr^v  ttovtottopt^i;  xpoxaX7]v. 
jxouvov  IvoppL^Tao  TTapal  Pco[i.oTat  npiYjTro'j 

T^  axapov,  Y^  P(oxa<;  9X2  ^ov  ^peu6o(i.^vou(;. 

X.  14 


AE^NIAGT 

*0  n\6oc,  oipcdoq'  xal  yap  XaXayeuaa  /sXiSoiv 

t^Stq  [i.e[i.pX(jaxev,  )(<*>  X'^P^^^'^  Z£9Upoc;" 
Xetfjicovec;  S'  avOeuat,  osCTiyyjxev  Se  GaXaaaa 

xu(i,aCTt,  xal  Tp7))(£^  TrveuiJiaTt,  Ppaaao[X£vr^. 
ayxupai;  dvsXoio,  xal  IxXuaaio  yuaia, 

vauTtXe,  xai  tcXcook;  Traaav  l9£!.(;  606vy)v. 
TauG'  6  nptTjTTog  lyav  eTrtxeXXofjiat,,  6  'kiy.ewiTCcc,, 

oSv0pco9',  d)c;  TrXcoot?  Tcdaav  in  efXTTOpiTjv. 

X.  1 
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SAILING  TIME 

Blue  is  the  noon-tide  sea:  no  ripples  grave 

The  level  and  no  whitening  billows  sweep, 
Nor  breakers  fall  crashing  on  cliff  and  cave 

To  roll  in  wild  recoil  back  to  the  deep: 
But  winds  blow  soft,  while  swallows  twittering 
round 

Build  nests  of  clay  straw-bonded  in  the  eaves. 
To  sea,  then,  cheerily,  though  for  Syrtis  bound 

Or  off  Sicilian  shores  your  vessel  heaves. 
Priapus  guards  your  haven:  in  return 
Wrasse  or  red  mullet  on  his  altar  burn. 


TO  SEA 

'Tis  time  to  sail.  The  swallows  twittering  shrill 

Are  on  the  wing,  while  gentle  zephyrs  play: 
Flowers  glitter  on  the  meads:  the  sea  is  still. 

And  tosses  waves  no  more  in  stormy  spray. 
Heave  up  the  anchor,  cast  your  moorings  free, 

Good  seaman,  and  spread  all  your  canvas  wide; 
Priapus,  your  port-warden,  bids  to  sea, 

And  wills  that  all  fair  traffic  you  betide. 
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LOVE  OF  NATURE 

MAPIANOT  EX0AA2TIK0Y 

tiq  TrpodtoTEtov  6vo(xa^6[i,£vov  "Epcoxa  £v '  Auaoeta. 

'H  xaX6v  &\aoc,  "EpcoTOf;,  Stcou  xaXa  S^vSpea  rauTa 

7rp7]iJ<;  iTTiTTvetcov  d(jt9(.Sovet  Z£9upO(;" 
^/t  xal  kpaiitiQ  d(jtapuCToeTat  (JcvGeai  Xeijjlwv, 

TTOuXuv  loaTE9dvci)v  x6ct(ji.ov  dvelf;  xaXuxojv 
xal  yXxjy.Toric,  TptaTOixog  l7r£(jLPa86v  (JtXXoc;  ett'  ^Xac;> 

[iccaToc,  dvaGX^pEL  xe^JI^axa  Nal'dSof;' 
OTCTcoGt  SEvSpyjevTa  yspcov  rrapavrj^^ETat  ^Iptc 

Xwpov,  'AfxaSpudScov  ^vSlov  dPpoxofjLcov, 
xal  XiTTapYJc;  siipoTpuv  dv'  opydSa  xapudc;  IXair^c 

GocXXei.  EptaTacpuXcov  TrdvToaE  GeiXotteScov 
al  Se  TTspL^  XaXayEuaiv  dyjSovEf;*  6<;  8h  [izXV^ei 

dvT(p86v  TETTi^  9G£Y{i.aT0i;  dp(jLovtav. 
dXXd  t6v  dxXYjtoTov  onoic,,  ^eve,  (xy)  [jle  7rap£XGr,c 

t6v8e  S6[i,ov,  XtTYJc;  S'  dvxtaaov  E,sviriq. 

IX.  668 

MEAEArPOT 

'AvGoStatTE  (jL^Xiaaa,  tl  (jlol  xP^O'^  'HXoScopac; 

^j^auEtt;,  EXTTpoXtTTOua'  elccpiMccc,  xdXuxac; 
9i  au  yE  (jlyjvuek;  oti  xal  yXuxu  xal  Su(;u7ToiaTov 

TTixpov  dsl  xpaSta  x^vxpov  "Epwxoi;  e/ei; 
val  SoxEco,  xoijx'  zXtcixc,'  lco,  9iX£paaxE,  TraXi^jLTCOuc 

CTXEt/s"  T^dXat,  X7;v  ar]v  ol'8a[i.EV  dyysXir^v. 

V.  163 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  GROVE  BY  THE  RIVER  IRIS 

This  is  the  grove  of  Love,  whose  leafy  bowers 

Are  rustling  to  the  west-wind's  gentle  sound, 
Where  all  the  dewy  mead  is  set  with  flowers 

That  lift  their  azure  glory  from  the  ground. 
Here  from  three  ledges  on  the  hillock  springs 

A  brook  by  fountain  nymphs  shot  down  the  glade , 
While  through  yon  copse  the  ancient  Iris  swings, 

And  soft-haired  wood-nymphs  court  the  noon- 
tide shade. 
Here  goodly  olives,  here  the  clusters  twine 

And  hang  their  fruit  above  the  sunny  floor; 
Around  to  warbling  nightingales  divine 

Cicalas  quire  and  answering  music  pour. 
Come,  traveller,  for  no  barrier  stays  you  here. 
Enter  my  home  and  share  my  lowly  cheer. 

TO  A  BEE 

0  feeder  on  sweet  flowers!  how  dost  thou  dare 
To  touch  the  body  of  my  lady  fair, 

Abandoning  the  petals  of  the  spring? 
Wouldst  thou  declare  she  beareth  in  her  heart 
The  bitter,  sweet,  intolerable  smart 

Love  left  there  when  he  planted  home  his  sting? 
Dear  friend  of  lovers,  get  thee  gone  again: 
This  is  thy  message,  but  it  comes  in  vain: 

We  know  of  old  the  tidings  thou  dost  bring. 
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NIKIOT 

AI6X0V,  [[izpoQccXiq  iap  cpatvouoa,  [liXiactoL 

ywpov  £9*  i^iSuTcvoov  7r6iTCL)[i.^va,  ^pya  riOecrao, 
69pa  Te6(;  ttXyjOt)  XTjpoTray/)?  GdcXaiJioq. 

IX.  564 


TTMNEn 
"Opveov  &  Xdcpiaiv  [xepL£Xy)(ji,Evov,  w  7rap6jjtotov 

aXxu6cnv  t6v  a6v  906yYov  lawadctxevov, 
7)p7T:aCT67j(;,  cpike  Xape*  aa  8'  r^Oea,  xal  to  ctov  y]8u 
TTveujjia  aianripcd  vuxt6<;  e/ouatv  6S0L 

VII.  199 


NIKIOT 

OOxsTi  8r)  Tav\i9uXXov  67r*  6p7raxa  xXwvoc;  ^XtxOsk 
Tep^'opi'  dcTT^  paSivcov  906Yyov  leic,  TTTepuytov 

Xstpa  yap  e'k;  apaiav  TcaiSot;  TTsaov,  6q  \iz  Xa6paico(; 
^aptj^ev  IttI  yXcopcov  s^opLevov  TTSTaXcov. 

VII.  200 
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AND  OF  ART 


BEES 

Come,  dusky  bees,  who  bring 
The  glamour  and  the  leafy  joy  of  spring, 
And  on  the  opening  flowers  are  maddening! 

Where  scented  gales  abound. 
There  hover  and  there  let  your  home  be  found, 
And  all  your  waxen  cells  with  honey  crowned. 


A  SEAMEW 

Beloved  of  all  the  Graces  all  thy  days. 

Whose  voice  was  like  the  halcyon's  for  delight^ 

Thou  diest;  spirit  sweet  and  winning  ways 
A:e  lost  amid  the  voiceless  paths  of  night. 


A  BALM-CRICKET 

No  more  upcurled  beneath  some  leafy  branch 
I  gladden  at  the  song  my  pinions  shower; 

On  me  a  child  his  evil  hand  did  launch 

And  crushed  me  in  the  petals  of  my  flower. 
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MEAEArPOY 

^Ayjizic,  t£tti^  Spoazpcdc,  ara^{6^eaai  [izO^jodzlc,, 

dYpov6(jLav  aiXneic,  [Jiouaav  ip7)(j.oXaXov, 
6cxpa  8'  irpz^oazvoQ  ttstocXok;  TrptovwSeat  xcoXoic; 

aiOLOTii,  xXixCeiq  XP^'^^  [liXiaiioc.  Xupag. 
aXXa,  otXoc,  cpOsyyou  ti  vsov  SevSpcoSeai  Nu[i,(paic 

Tiatyviov,  avTcpSov  Ilavl  xp£xcov  xsXaSov, 
ocppa  cpuywv  tov  "Epcoxa,  iiza-f]\x^pivbv  uttvov  iypeuaoj 

evOaS'  U7x6  axispYJ  x£xXi,;i,svo(;  7rXaTav<o. 

VII.  196 


MEAEArPOY 

'O^uSoai  xcovcoTre?,  dvatSee?,  aifxaTO?  dvSpcov 

at9tov£;,  vuxt6(;  xvcoSaXa  SiTTTspuya, 
^atov  Zr;V09iXav,  X[TO[Aat.,  TrdpeG'  v^auxov  uttvov 

siiSsiv,  Td[i,d  S'  iSou  aapxocpayetTe  [liXf]. 

XOLITOI  TZpbq  Tt  [i,dTY]V  OtuSco;  Xal  0Y]p£(;  (JtTSyXTOl 

TspTTovrai  Tpuqjepco  XP^'^'-  x^^°'''^^t^^^''- 
dXX'  £71  vuv  TipoXsyco,  xaxd  6p£(jL[i,aTa,  XYjyeTS  t6X[jly)(;, 
T^  yvcoaeaOe  y^epCiv  J^tjXotuttcijv  Suvajxtv. 

V.  151 


AND  OF  ART 

THE  CICALA 
Loud-tongued  cicala,  drunken  deep  with  drops  of 
morning  dew, 
Who   warblest   in   the   wilderness   thy   lonely 
woodland  strain, 
Perching  thy  jagged  limbs  upon  some  flower  that 
blossoms  new, 
Sun-sabled  singer,  sounding  loud  thy  musical 
refrain ! 
O  touch  some  unfamiliar  note  for  forest-fairies' 
boon. 
And  ring  aloud  thy  song  to  echo  piping  Pan 
again. 
So  shall  I  shun  the  hunter  Love,  and  snare  a  sleep 
at  noon. 
Laying  my  limbs  to  dream  awhile  beneath  this 
shady  plane. 

GNATS 
Shrill  piping  gnats,  who  drain  the  blood  of  men. 

You  heartless  monsters  winging  through  the  night; 
O  yield  my  love  some  space  for  sleep,  and  then 

Upon  my  limbs  to  take  your  fill  alight. 
Words,  idle  words!  The  fiends  no  mercy  bear. 

But  revel  gloating  on  her  dainty  cheek. 
Yet  now  I  warn  you,  evil  pests,  beware! 

Or  learn  what  vengeance  jealous  hands  can  wreak. 
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MEAEATPOT 

Ilrxiriq  (xot  xcov<o<j^  Tax^<;  ^yyekoc,,  oiiaoi  8'  (icxpoti; 

Z7)vo9Uac;  ({^auaat;  Trpot;<]>tOup[,J^e  tocSc" 
"AypuTTVOf;  fxtpivei,  ae"  au  S'  <o  XyjOapye:  oiXouvroiv 

eoSctt;.  ela,  Trexeu*  vat,  9iX6(i.oua£,  tt^teu' 
i^auxa  8^  96£y^at.,  (i,-^  xal  auY>'Oi'fov  ^yelpa:; 

xLVYjCTrjc;  £7r'  eptol  ^TjXoTUTTOUf;  oSuvac;. 
T^v  8'  ayaYTjc;  tyjv  TcaiSa,  Sopaic;  aT£(|ico  cte  X^ovto;, 

xcovco^^i,  xal  Scoaco  x^^P^  cpipziv  poTraXov. 

V.  152 
AEnNIAOY 

O£UY£0'  utt'  ex  xaXu[i7]{;,  axoTioi  (jtuet;'  ottrt  Trevi/pir) 

fxuf;  otTTUT)  P6ctx£Iv  oI8e  AegjvlSeco. 
auTapxY)(;  6  TrpeaPut;  e^cov  aXa  xal  Suo  xpTjiva* 

£X  7raT£pWV  TaUT7]V  f]V£CTa[JL£V  PlOTYjV. 

Tcp  t[  {xeTaXX£U£i(;  toutov  (xuxov,  co  9iX6Xixv£, 
ouS'  a7ro8£t.7rv!,SLOu  yeMoyizvoc,  axu[5aXou; 

aTr£u8cav  £l(;  aXXou?  oixout;  l'0f  Ta[i.a  Se  XtTa* 
wv  (XTCO  TrXEtOTEpiQV  otaEai  apjxaXiTjv. 

VI.  302 
APIST^NGS 

^Q.  [i\)tc„  si  (JLEV  £7t'  apTov  sXiQXuGaT' ,  £(;  [jluxov  aXXov 
aTEtxe'c',  (etteI  Xitt^v  olx£0[i.£v  xaXuPrjv) 

o5  xal  TTiova  TV)p6v  a7To8p£^|j£a0£,  xal  auY)v 
IcTX^iSa,  xal  SeTttvov  auxvov  octto  axu[3aXcov. 

EL  S'  £v  EfxaTt;  Pt[3Xoiat,  ttocXiv  xaTa0y)^£T'  686vTa, 
xXauaEa0',  oux  dyaOov  xoi(i,ov  ETTEpxoti-svoi. 

VI.  303 

176 


AND  OF  ART 

TO  A  GNAT 

Fly  swiftly,  fly,  and  gently  brush  her  ear. 

And  murmur  low  the  message  that  I  send: 
*0  careless  of  thy  lovers!  sleepest  here? 

He  waits  thee  sleepless.'  Wend,  O  singer,  wend, 
And  speak  thou  softly,  lest  her  lord  be  near. 

And  come  with  jealous  wrath  on  me  to  spend. 
Bring  her:  a  lion's  hide  shall  dress  thee,  dear, 

And  for  thy  hand  a  cudgel  will  I  lend! 

MICE 

Out  of  my  hut,  ye  mice!  My  jar  of  meal 

Is  all  too  scant  to  keep  alive  a  mouse. 
I,  like  my  sires  before  me,  find  my  weal 

Upon  two  crusts  and  salt  within  the  house. 
What  look  you  for,  you  glutton,  in  this  cot? 

No  scraps  from  dinner  here  to  suit  your  mood: 
Run  to  some  other  house — poor  is  my  lot — 

And  find  a  greater  plenty  there  of  food. 

MICE  AND  BOOKS 

Mice!  if  you  come  for  bread,  I  pray  you  please 
Depart  and  quit  this  humble  cot  of  mine: 

For  elsewhere  you  may  nibble  figs  and  cheese 
And  on  the  leavings  of  the  table  dine. 

But  if  you  set  your  teeth  upon  my  books. 

Your  feast  will  prove  less  merry  than  it  looks. 
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AAHAON 

Ae7rT6v  u9Y)va|jL£va  ^aStvotc;  U7r6  Troaolv  6i^ci.yyciL 

T^TTiya  axoXtalc;  ^vSerov  el/e  Trayaic;. 
0(.yX  ou  (jLav  XeTTTalatv  ^Tratd^ovTa  TroStoTpaK; 

t6v  9iXaot86v  ISwv  TtatSa  TcapeTp^xaaa* 
Xuaaq  8'  £>c  Ppo/tScov  a7rexou9Laa,  xal  t6S'  ^Xe^a* 
atoJ^ou  (jLouaetcp  <p0eYY6(i,evo(;  xeXdcSco. 

IX.  372 
AAHAON 

Tittt'  I[jl^  t6v  9t,Xep7][jLov  avaiSsi  7rot(j.£ve(;  ^cypT) 

TETTtya  Spoaepwv  ^Xxet'  cxtt'  axpE[i.6v6iv, 
TY]V  Nu(i.9£tov  TrapoS^Tiv  dcT^Sova,  xi^fxaxt  (ji^aaw 

oupecn  xal  oxtepar(;  ^ou0a  XaXeuvxa  vdcTraii;; 
rjvtSe  xal  xt/Xvjv  xal  x6aau90v,  Y)v[8e  T6aaou<; 

tjjapac;,  apoupa^r]?  apTrayai;  eu7ropir](;. 
xapTTcov  8Y)X7jT7]pa(;  iXetv  0£(i,ig*  oXXut'  lxetvou<;* 

9uXXcov  xal  yXozgric,  liq  906vo(;  eaxl  Sp6aou; 

IX.  373 
AEQNIAA 
Ou  ji,6vov  ijt];Y]XoT(;  ettI  SevSpeaw  olSa  xaGl^cov 

detSsTv,  ^aOepet  xaufxaxi  0aXTC6[jLevo(;, 
7rpo[xt.O(;  dv0pco7roiat  x£Xeu07)T"y^otv  doiS6(;, 

07]X£Cy](;  ^payji;  ixfJidSa  y£u6[jLevo<;* 
dXXd  xal  eu7rr)XY]xo<;  'A0Y)vat7](;  knX  Soupl 

Tov  TSTTiy'  6t^Y]  [jl',  w  "vep,  £9e^6[i,evov. 
Sooov  ydp  Mouciai,!;  laT£py[i,£0a,  T6aCT0v  '  AOyjvy) 

£^  r)(i,£a>v  r)  ydp  Tcap0£voc;  auXo0ET£t. 

VI.  120 
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AND  OF  ART 

CICALA  AND  SPIDER 

A  wee  cicala,  meshed  in  woven  thread, 

Beneath  a  spider's  tightened  claws  did  quake. 

I  heard  the  child  of  song  in  evil  stead 
Cry  from  the  slender  chains  he  fain  would  break : 

So  did  I  loose  him  from  the  snare,  and  said — 
'I  save  thee  for  thy  fairy  music's  sake.' 

A  CICALA'S  REMONSTRANCE 

Why  from  the  dewy  boughs,  thou  shepherd  loon, 

Wilt  tear  me? — me  who  love  far  forest  dens, 
A  wayside  nightingale  who  sings  at  noon, 

A  golden  song  'mid  rocks  and  shady  glens. 
Blackbird  and  thrush  and  clouds  of  starlings  shoot 

Devouring  bills  upon  your  wealth  of  sheaves; 
Seize  them,  and  slay  the  stealers  of  your  fruit: — 

What  harm  in  taking  tender  dew  and  leaves? 

CICALA 

Not  only  on  the  tree-tops  can  I  sing, 

Sunning  myself  in  scorching  summer  heat, 
Warbling  to  men  upon  their  wayfaring 

And  taking  dainty  dewdrops  for  my  meat: 
But  you  may  view  me  perched  upon  the  spear 

Which  helmed  Athene  carries:  for  the  maid 
I  love,  even  as  the  Muses  hold  me  dear, — 

And  her  own  music  on  the  pipe  is  played. 
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MEAEATPOr 

'Axpti;,  t[x.Oiv  d7raTy)[xa  7r60tov,  7rapa{xu0iov  Ottvou, 

axptc;,  apoupaiir]  Mouaa,  XiyuTrT^puye, 
auTocpu^(;  \ii[iri\i(x  Xupaq,  xpeice  [xot  ti  ttoGeivov, 

lrp<pououCTa  9tXot(;  ttoooI  XaXou<;  TTT^puyaq, 
<Io(;  (i.e  7r6vcov  ^uoato  TravaypuTrvoto  (i.Ept(jiv7)c;, 

axpt,  (xt,Tcoaa[xev7]  cp06yyov  IpcoroTiXavov. 
Scopa  S£  aot,  yyjTetov  azidotXtq  opOptva  Scoaco, 

xal  Spooepoci;  (TT6[xaai  crxt^opi'^va^  tl^axdcSa;;. 

VII.  195 


APISTOAIKOT  POAIOY 

OuxETt  8yj  as  Xtyeia  xax'  a9ve6v  '  AXxiSot;  olxov, 

dxpt,  fxeXi^ofxsvav  o^&toli  'AeXiog* 
v^Sy)  ydp  X£i[xcova(;  errt  KXu(ji,£vou  TreTroTYjaat, 

xal  Spoaepd  5(pu(T£a(;  dtvGsa  nEpa£96va<;. 

VII.  189 


MNAEAAKOT 

Oux^Tt,  S^  TrxepuysoCTi  Xiyu906yyotaiv  deiasK;, 
dxpi,  xar'  £uxdp7rou(;  auXaxac;  Et^opi^va, 

OuSe  fXE  XEXXtfJlEVOV  aXlSpTjV  UTTO  9uXXd8a  T£p(|l£I.£;, 

^ouGav  £x  TTTEpuycov  YjSu  xpsxouaa  [izXoq. 

VII.  192 


I«0 


AND  OF  ART 

TO  A  BALM-CRICKET 

Soother  of  sleep,  beguiler  of  love's  pain, 

Queen-singer  in  the  field  of  all  that  sings, 
Thou  harp  of  nature!  strike  some  lovely  strain. 

Touching  with  tender  feet  thy  tuneful  wings. 
O  save  me  from  my  sorrow's  sleeplessness; 

Weave  webs  of  song  to  lead  my  love  astray: 
At  dawn  thy  guerdon  shall  be  sweetest  cress, 

And  on  thy  lips  dew  showered  in  cloven  spray! 


ON  A  BALM-CRICKET 
Within  the  palace  walls  thy  shrill  sweet  tone 

No  more  shall  sound,  nor  sun  upon  thee  shine. 
To  Clymenus'  far  meadows  art  thou  flown, 

And  dewy  flowers  of  golden  Proserpine. 


ON  A  BALM-CRICKET 

No  more  among  the  furrows  and  the  sheaves 
With  merry  tuneful  pinion  shalt  thou  sing. 

Nor  gladden  me,  beneath  my  bower  of  leaves. 
With  music  beaten  from  thy  golden  wing. 
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LOVE  OF  NATURE 

ANTinATPOY  OESSAAONIKEDS 
Kufzaxa  xal  rpyj/uc;  jj.e  xXuSwv  inl  yipaov  ^aupev 

Sekc^Xvoe.,  ^E^votg  xotviv  8pa(j.a  Tux^ji;. 
dcXX'  ettI  (jiev  yai-^g  lX£a)  T67rO(;'  ol  yap  Wjvtz<; 

£u6u  {JL£  7rp6(;  tu(jlPou<;  ^areoov  euaefiesc;. 
Y)  8^  TEKOuaa  OaXaaaa  StcoXeae*  t^:;  Trapa  7t6vTCij 
TziaTiQ,  6c,  ou8'  iSiTjc;  9£[aaT0  CTUVTpo9Lir)(;; 

VII.  216 
APXIOT 
O'oy.iTi  7ra9XaCovTa  Statoacov  Pu06v  aXfi-yjc;, 

8eX9i(;,  nxoiriaeiQ  eivaXicov  ayeXa?, 
ou8^  7uoXuTpir)TO(,o  (jieXof;  xaXa[xot,o  ^op^^wv 

uyp6v  avappt^j;£t,(;  aXfjta  rcapa  axa9iatv. 
ouSe  au  y',  a9p7]aTa,  NY]p7)tSa(;  ox;  Trplv  dcEtpwv 

vcoTotc  7rop0[ji£uo£i<;  TtjGuoi;  £i<;  Trlpara. 
■^  yap  I'aov  7rp7]c5vt  MccKziric,,  oic,  £xuxr)07], 
xu{i,a  *  7roXu4^a[jL[i,ou(;  wctev  ettI  ^j^aji-adou?. 

VII.  214 
MAPKOT  APTENTAPIOT 

Myjxeti  vOv  fjtivupi^E  Trapa  Sput,  {ii^xsTt,  9cov£i, 

xXcav6(;  ett'  dxpoTaTOu,  x6aCTU9£,  XExXtiasvof;. 
£y_0p6v  ooi  t6S£  SEvSpov  sTTELyso  S',  d[i7zzXoc  £v0a 

dcvTEXXEi  yXauxoSv  atiaxtog  sx  TrsTaXcov 
XEivv]?  Tapa6v  ^pstaov  etcI  xXdcSov,  a[jt,9t  t'  exeivjq 

(jleXtce  Xiyuv  TipoxECOv  ex  aTO(i,aTcov  xEXaSov. 
8p\jq  yap  ett'  6pvt0eCT(n  9epet  tov  avapatov  i^ov, 

a  Se  PoTpuv  ax^pyEt  S'  u(i.vo7r6Xou(;  Bpofjitog. 

IX.  87 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  DOLPHIN'S  DEATH 
Upon  the  shore  by  stormy  billows  thrust, 

I  lay  for  strangers  to  behold  and  moan. 
For  on  the  land  is  pity:  they  were  just 

Who  found  and  crowned  &  gave  me  burial  stone. 
My  mother  sea  hath  slain  me:  put  no  trust 

Henceforth  in  her  who  spareth  not  her  own. 

A  STRANDED  DOLPHIN 

No  more  to  plunge  through  depths  of  bubbling  sea, 

Startling  the  finny  shoals  that  downward  float, 
Nor  gambol  to  the  reed-pipe's  melody, 

Breaking  the  billows  round  the  fisher's  boat! 
Child  of  the  foam!  fair  mermaids  clinging  close 

Shall  cross  on  thee  to  ocean's  end  no  more: 
Huge  as  the  Southern  Cape  a  wave  arose, 

And  hurled  thee  high  upon  the  sandy  shore. 

TO  A  BLACKBIRD 

Warble  no  more,  O  blackbird,  on  the  oak, 

Perching  and  singing  'mid  the  topmost  leaves. 
Haste  from  thy  foe  with  speedy  pinion-stroke, 

Fly,  where  the  vine  its  bower  of  shadow  weaves. 
There  rest  thy  wing,  and  let  thy  music  flow 

In  shrilly  numbers,  free  from  fear  of  wrong. 
There,  'stead  of  bird-bewraying  mistletoe. 

Grapes  cluster:  — and  the  god  of  wine  loves  song. 
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ANTinATPOT  ZIAnNIOT 

'O  TTplv  iyoi  xal  4'^pa,  y.od  ap7raxTei.pav  ^puxcov 

anip^iOLioQ,  xj^imrr]  Btarovtav  yfpavov, 
pLvou  5(ep(i.aaT7ipo(;  i\iaTpo(p(x  xciJXa  TtTatvojv, 

'  AXxt(i,fv7)(;,  TTTavcov  clpyov  (XtcojOe  v£90(;. 
xcicjjLS  Ti,(;  ouTTjTEipa  Tiapa  acpupoc  8n|iac;  ^/i.8va 

aapxl  Tov  ix.  yevuGiv  7tixp6v  ^vetaa  /6Xov 
yjsXtou  XTQpwaev  I'S'  cot;  toc  xar'  atOepa  Xeuaacov 

Touv  TTOolv  oux  ^SocTjv  7rT}[i,a  xuXivS6(j,evov. 

VII.  172 

APXIOT 

'A  TzapoQ  avT^^Ooyyov  dcTroxXay^aaa  vopteuai, 
TToXXaxt,  xal  8puT6(jLOic;  xtaoa  xal  tx^updXoti;, 

TToXXaxt,  8k  xpe^aaa  TroXuGpoov,  ola  tl?  a/^' 
xspTO[JLov  avTcpSoIc;  yeiXsatv  ap(i.ovtav, 

vuv  zlc,  yav  ayXcoCTaO(;  dvau87)T6(;  te  Treoouoa 
xetfjtai,  (jLi(i,ir]Tav  CaXov  avy^vafxeva. 

VII.  191 

2IMMI0T 

Ouxet'  av'  uXtjev  8pioq  suaxtov,  ayp6Ta  TispSi^, 
7]yjf]Eoc;av  I'v)?  yrjpuv  a7c6  aTOjjLocTcov, 

87)pEU(ov  PaXiout;  auvo[xr]Xixa(;  ev  vopLci  5X-iq(;' 
^5(20  T^P  Tn^pt-dcxav  sic;  'Ax£povTO(;  oSov. 

VII.  203 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  BIRD-SCARER 

The  starlings  and  the  lofty-flying  cranes, 

Those  robbers  of  the  seed,  I  kept  at  bay, 
Whirling  my  stone-sling  by  its  lissome  reins, 

And  clouds  of  winged  things  I  chased  away. 
But  at  my  heel  a  snake  rose  unaware 

And  smote  its  venom  through  me  till  I  died. 
So  while  I  fixed  my  gaze  aloft  in  air, 

I  missed  the  fell  bane  coiling  at  my  side. 


A  JAY 

The  jay  that  often  shrilled  its  answering  note 
To  shepherds,  woodmen,  and  to  fisherfolk. 

Or  blent  all  echoes  in  his  swelling  throat 
And  into  wildly  mocking  music  broke, 

Now  tongueless  , voiceless,  lies  upon  the  ground, 

And  recks  no  more  to  render  sound  for  sound. 


A  PARTRIDGE 

No  more,  wild  partridge,  through  the  woodland 
shade 

Your  chirp  will  echo  while  you  follow  on 
Chasing  your  speckled  mates  across  the  glade: 

Your  last  long  path  is  trodden — you  are  gone. 
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LOVE  OF    NATURE 

AFAGIOT   SXOAALTIKOT 

OuxfTiTTOu  tXy)[xov,  axoTT^Xoiv  (jLeTavaaTpta  nipBi^, 

n\exTb(;  "XeniccXicLK;  olxo?  ^/et  oe  Xuyoiq^ 
ou8'  \)v:6  (jLapjiapuYTJ  GaXepa>7ri8o(;  'HpiyevEtyji; 

(icxpa  ixapatOuaaeK;  OaXTCOfx^vcov  TTTepuywv. 
a7)v  xecpaXvjv  atXoupot;  aTrfOptae*  xdcXXa  8k  Trdvxa 

T^prraaa,  xal  cpOovepTjv  oux  Ixdpeaoe  y^vuv. 
vuv  8£  ae  (xy)  xou9-if)  xpuTrxoi  x^vk;,  aXXa  Papeia, 

(JL7)  t6  Te6v  xeivY)  Xet^j^avov  e^epuaf]. 

VII.  204 

AAESnOTON 
Faia  cpiXf],  Tov  Trp^o^uv  'A(jluvtixov  ^vOeo  x6A7roi(;, 

TToXXcov  (i.vY]aa[X£V7)  Tcov  eTTt  aol  xajxaTcov. 
6(;  yap  del  rcp^^Jivov  ctoi  dveaT7)pi^ev  iXc(.ii]c„ 

TToXXdxt  xal  Bpofxtou  xX7)(JLaai.v  YjyXdiaEv, 
xal  AtjoGi;  eTcXyjae,  xai  uSaTOt;  auXaxa(;  eXxov 

09jxe  JJLSV  euXdxavov,  Grjxe  S'  6T:<opo96pov. 
dv6'  wv  au  TrpirjsTa  xard  xporaqjou  tcoXioIo 

xetao,  xal  eiapivdi;  dvOoxofxet  (ioTdva;. 

VII.  321 

AAHAON 

To  p68ov  dxptd^et  patov  yp6vov'  y^v  S£  TcapeXGT), 
^irjTaiv  euprjasK;  ou  poSov,  dXXd  pdrov. 

XI.  53 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  TAME  PARTRIDGE 

No  more  my  partridge,  from  the  mountain  won, 

Within  his  wattled  wicker  cage  is  seen. 
Nor  at  the  dawn  beneath  the  shimmering  sun 

The  feathers  of  his  warming  wing  doth  preen. 
His  head  a  cat  took:  but  I  seized  the  rest, 

Baulking  her  malice  of  the  feast  she  found. 
Now  heavy  lie  the  earth  upon  you  pressed, 

Or  she  will  tear  your  body  from  the  ground. 


AMYNTICHUS    THE  GARDENER 

Take  to  thy  heart,  dear  Earth,  this  ancient  wight, 

Remembering  his  ceaseless  toil  on  thee : 
How  oft  he  set  thee  olive  stems  aright, 

Cr  decked  thee  with  vine-branches  merrily. 
Or  filled  with  corn,  and  water-runnels  led 

To  make  thee  rich  in  garden  plants  and  fruit. 
So  lie  thou  kindly  on  his  hoary  head, 

And  let  spring  blossoms  round  about  him  shoot. 

THE  ROSE 

The  rose  has  but  a  little  while  to  flower: 

It  passes  in  an  hour: 
And  looking  for  it  you  will  search  in  vain, 

Where  only  thorns  remain. 

187 


LOVE   OF  MATURE 


nAAAAAA 

9X010)  <pi)XXov  ^Syjaa  O^pei*  7rT6p0o(;  8'  ^ttI  8£v(^pw 
pi^wOetq  8£v8po(,o  TOfjiyi  xal  xap7T6v  6c[i.en];£v. 
vepOs  [jL^v  a/pac  St'  Saxtv,  uTiepOe  8'  'icp'  suttvooc;  o/vr). 

IX.  5 


ANTIOIAOT  BYZANTIOY 

KXcave;;  a7rr)6p[,ot,  Tavayjc;  8pu6(;,  e{>axt.ov  ^j^oc, 
avSpaaiv  (5cxpY]Tov  xau(j.a  cpuXaoaopi^voK;, 

suTieTaXoi,  X£pa(i,cov  aTeyavwrepoi,  olxta  cpaxTwv, 
olxta  TeTTiYcov,  SvStoi  dcxp£[xove(;, 

XY](J.£  Tov  u(jLeTepai.at.v  uTroxXivOsvTa  x6(i,atatv 
puaaaS',  ocxt^cov  rjeXtou  9UYa8a. 

IX.  71 


ANTIOIAOT  BYZANTIOY 

EuPoixou  xoXttolo  TraXivStvYjTs  OdXaaaa, 
TiXayxTOV  uSwp,  iStoi,(;  psufj-aaiv  dvTiTraXov, 

■/]£Xi(p  X7)V  vuxTt  T£TaYp(.£Vov  £(;  Tp'iQ,  amaTov, 
vaualv  oaov  TrEfiTTEit;  x^^t^*^  8av£t(;^6[i.£VOv. 

Oaujxa  (3tou,  GapiPco  a£  to  (Jiupiov,  ouSs;  (laTFuw 
ay]v  aTocaiv  dppTjTco  TauTa  [j,£(j,'ir]X£  9ua£t.. 

IX.  73 
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AND  OF  ART 


PEAR  TREE 

Pear  tree,  the  cherished  outcome  of  my  care, 
The  shoot  I  summer-grafted,  which  took  root 
Upon  the  stock,  whichpruning  changed  to  fruit- 
Wild  wood  below,  above  a  scented  pear. 


SUN  AND  SHADE 

Oak,  with  your  waving  branches  making  shade 
Aloft  for  all  who  shun  the  scorching  heat, 

Your  thick-leaved  sprays  closer  than  tiling  laid, 
The  home  where  ringdoves  and  cicalas  meet: 

Let  me  beneath  your  foliage  lie  to  share 

Its  boon,  and  save  me  from  the  noontide  glare . 


IN  THE  STRAITS 

Sea-strait  of  changing  billows  backward  rolled! 

Whose  wandering  waters  toss  with  warring  tides , 
Whose  destined  tale  thrice  day  and  night  is  told. 

Whose  borrowed  floods  a  vessel  scarce  abides ; 
I  marvel  at  thy  wonders  thousand-fold. 

The  mystic  spell  that  searchless  nature  hides. 
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nAAT^NOi; 

StyaTco  Xaatov  SpuaScov  "kinoLQ,  ol  z*  inb  nizpccQ 
xpouvot,  xal  pXy]/-)]  TrouXufxiyTjc;  xoxaScov, 

auT^i;  inel  auptyyt  (xeXiaSeTai  euxeXaSco  Hav, 
uYp6v  lelq  ^euxTtov  ^eiXoc;  uTT^p  xaXa(i,cov 

al  8h  Tzipi^  OaXepoTai.  xop6v  ttooIv  ^CTX-Zjaavro 
'TSpiaSci;  Nu(j.9ai,  Nu(Ji9at  *  Api-aSpuaSet;. 

IX.  823 


nTOAEMAIOT 

GTS'  OTi  QvoLzbc,  iyoi  xal  ^cpajjiepoc;"  iXX'  Sxav  (icarpajv 
[xaaTsuco  ttuxlvo::;  a[i,q)(,Sp6(jL0U(;  eXtxat;, 

oux^t'  irzi^ccxjoi  yoLit]C,  tuoctiv,  dXXdc  Trap'  auTco 
Zavl  6eoTpo9L7](;  ni[inX(X[ioLi  <x[i^poairiq. 

IX.  577 


POTOINOT 

IIou  vuv  UpoL^iriXriq',  ttou  S'  al  x^P^?  ^^'^  IIoXuxXetTou 
auTatq  TrpoaOe  T£yvai,(;  Trveufjia  /api^6(i,evat; 

Ti?  TcXoxapLOUf;  MeXity^;;  £ua)8ea(;,  y]  Trupoevra 
oy.y.oc.Tcx.,  xal  Seip?]!;  9£yyo(;  aTroTcXaasTai; 

TcoO  TrXaaxai;  ttoO  8'  elal  XtOo^oot;  eTrpeTie  tolt) 
txop9^  VTjov  ix^^'^i  ^<^  [i.axapcov  ^oavco. 

V.  15 
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AND  OF  ART 

PAN  PIPING 

Be  still,  ye  wooded  cliffs  and  waterfalls 

And  mingled  bleatings  from  the  murmuring 
meads! 

For  Pan  with  sweetly  ringing  music  calls, 
Laying  his  lip  on  pipe  of  bounden  reeds: 

And  round  him,  dancing  swift  with  glimmering  feet, 

Nymphs  of  the  forest  and  the  fountain  meet. 


THE   ASTRONOMER'S  VISION 
I  know  that  death  must  end  my  little  day; 

Yet  when  mine  eyes  the  mazy  heavens  do  scan 
Wherein  the  stars  revolving  wind  their  way, 
My  feet  are  lifted  from  the  earth  they  trod; 

I  rise,  and  rest  beyond  the  realm  of  man, 
Filled  with  the  everlasting  food  of  God. 


ART  AND  NATURE 

No  Polycleitus  or  Praxiteles 

Is  left  with  life  and  soul  his  work  to  deck. 
Who  Melita's  scented  locks  could  shape?  or  seize 

That  flash  of  eye,  that  light  upon  her  neck? 
Her  form — beyond  all  sculpture — needs  a  shrine 
To  stand  in,  carved  by  chisel  all  divine. 
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lOTAIANOY  dt7r6  THATHN  AirTHTOT 

AuTY]v  0e[,oS6T7]V  6  ^oiypoirpoc,.  al'Oe  Se  Tiyyric, 
■/']fx[3pOT£,  xai,  XtjO^/jv  Scoxev  oSupofjievott;. 

VII  565 

MAKHAONIOT  XnATOT 

Trjv  Nt,6(iTr]v  xXatouaav  IScov  tiots  {Bou>c6Xo(;  av/)p 
0a(i,peev,  el  Xetpstv  Saxpuov  oI8e  Xi0O(;. 

auTap  i[ik  aT£va)(OVTa  T6a7](;  xara  vuxt6(;  ofxr/Xirjv 
sjjLTTvooi;  EutTCTTTQt;  oux  eXeatps  XiOot;. 

al'TiO(;  d[icpoT£poiatv  epox;  bx^'^'Tfoc,  dcvtyji;, 
xyj  Ni6Ptq  Tex^cov,  aurap  i[ioi  TraGecov. 

V.  229 

lOTAIANOT  SiTzb  THATQN  AirTHTOT 
'Ev  [3ot  Ta8'  e[i,axovTO  Ouait;  xat  rcoTvia  Ts^va* 

afi-cpoTepaii;  8s  Mupcov  laov  OTiaaae  yspai;' 
S£pxo[i.£vo!,(;  [X£v  yap,  O'jaioc,  xpaxoi;  7^p7racy£  Tiyycu.' 
auTap  k<^(x.7:ro\iivoic,  73  Ouatc;  eaxi  Ouoit;. 

IX.  738 


ANTinATPOT 

'A  SoLiicckiQ,  Sox£co,  [jLuxTjaeTar  t^v  §£  jSpaSuvT], 
j(aXx6(;  6  jjiy]  voswv  aiTiOf;,  ouyl  Muptov. 

IX.  728 
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AND  OF   ART 

A  PORTRAIT 

Her  portrait  to  the  life  he  Hmned — too  deft. 

O  would  his  art 

Had  missed  its  part, 
And  mourners  of  remembrance  had  bereft. 

A  STATUE  OF  NIOBE 

A  yokel  saw  a  weeping  Niobe, 

And  wondered  if  stone  statues  could  shed  tears. 
My  lady,  made  of  stone,  is  dead  to  me: 

My  sighs  through  darkest  night  she  never  hears. 
As  Niobe  mourns  her  children,  I  my  pain, 
Love  is  the  fount  of  sorrow  for  the  twain. 


BRONZE  BULL 

In  this  bull  nature  strives  with  sovran  art. 
But  Myron  gives  to  each  an  equal  part. 
The  eye  says  nature's  force  is  caught  by  skill: 
The  touch  proclaims  nature  is  nature  still. 


A  FAWN 

The  fawn  will  bleat, — or  if  its  utterance  halt, 
The  senseless  bronze,  not  Myron,  is  at  fault. 
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MAKHAONIOT  THATOT 

T6v  xuva  t6v  TZOLar^Q  xpaTepyji;  imt?i[xovcc  0Y)PiQ?> 
iE,eae  [xev  Aeuxcov,  (JcvOeto  8'  '  AXxi.[j.£v/](;. 

*AXxt.(i.£vy](;  8'  ou/  eupe  tI  [i.£}i,(|ieTaf  ox;  S'  tS'  6(i,ot-if)v 
elx6va  TcavTottp  ayril^oi.'ci  cpatvo[x£vY]v, 

xXoiov  ^/(ov,  TT^Xac;  -JjXOe,  Xlyoiv  Aeuxwvt  xeXeueiv 
Tcp  xuvl  xal  Pabeiv  tteiOs  yap  dc,  uXacov. 

VI.  175 

AAESnOTON 

"EXOsTE  TzpbQ  TE[XEV0(;  yXauxwrnSoi;  dlyXaiv  "Hprj?, 
AEa[iLS£(;,  a[3pa  ttoSwv  pir)[xa0'  tXica6\is^(x.i, 

^v0a  xaX6v  aTvjaaaGE  Gey)  x^P^"^'  ^(^P"-'-  ^'  aTrap^si 
Ila7T90L)  xpuasiTjv  ^spcy^v  zx^xjacc  Xupvjv. 

6Xpiai  6px"/)0[J.ou  TT:oXuy7)6£o(;-  •?)  yXuxuv  ufxvov 
El^atsiv  auTTJ?  86^ET£  KaXXt67nr)<;. 

IX.  189 

AAESnOTON 

elq  t6v  q^dcpov  'AXs^avSpstac; 
nupyo(;  lyoi  vauTyjatv  aXcoo[i.£voi.aiv  apifjyojv 
Elfxt,  IXoaEtSawvoc;  dTrEvOsa  Tcupaov  avavrTov, 
xat  (xe  TTEaElv  [AEXXovxa  papuySouTroioiv  arjTaK; 
aTTJCTEV  loit;  xafidcTotc;  'A{j,tA(oviO(;,  6(;  paaiXrjOi; 
Eaxl  TraTYjp-  xstvcp  Ss  [jlet  aypia  xufxaxa  vauTai, 
Xeipa<;  dspTa^ouatv,  otre  xXutco  'Evvoatyatcp. 

IX.  674 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  HOUND  IN  BRONZE 

This  hound,  who  kenned  all  noble  hunting  law, 
Alcimenes  here  offered,  Leucon  cast. 

Alcimenes  found  no  blemish,  when  he  saw 
The  likeness  in  perfection  unsurpassed. 

But  took  a  leash,  and  cried  to  Leucon,  'Hark! 

Tell  him  to  move:  in  faith,  I  heard  him  bark.' 


SAPPHO'S  LUTE 

Come,  maids  of  Lesbos,  to  the  glorious  shrine. 
Trip  dainty  measures  with  your  glimmering  feet 

And  set  the  dance  for  Here  the  divine. 

While  Sappho  with  her  viol  strikes  the  beat. 

O  for  that  joyous  dancing!  you  shall  fain 

Deem  that  Calliope  doth  hymn  the  strain. 


THE  GREAT  LIGHTHOUSE  AT  ALEXANDRIA 
A  tower  of  help  for  mariners  on  the  main, 

Flashing  my  safety  beacon  through  the  night, 
I  tottered  in  the  thundering  hurricane. 

Until  Ammonius'  toil  renewed  my  might. 
The  wild  waves  past,  to  him,  upon  the  land, 
As  to  the  great  Earthshaker,  sailors  lift  the  hand. 
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AAHAON 

AuTcp  aol  7rp6g  "OXu[jL7rov  ifxaxuvavro  xoXoaa6v 

t6vS£  'P(SSou  va^Tat  A^coplBoq, '  A^Xie, 
XaXxeov,  avlxa  xij(i,a  xaTeuvciaavT£(;  'Evuouc; 

iart^oi.v  TTarpav  Suafxevfcov  Ivdpotc;. 
ou  yap  uTrep  TreXayouc;  {x6vov  (icvGeoav,  aXXa  xal  ^v  ya, 

aPp6v  (iSouXwTou  9£yY0?  ^Xeu0£pia(;* 
ToTc;  yap  0:9'  'HpaxXyjoc;  ae^rjGeTat  yev£0Xa(; 

Trarptoi;  Iv  Tc6vT(p  xr)v  ^Oovl  xoipavia. 

VI.  171 

ANTinATPOT 

Kal  xpavaat;  BaPuXcovog  l7rtSpo(xov  fipfxaai  retx'^? 

xal  Tov  in  '  AXtpeico  Zava  xaT7)uyaaa[X7jv, 
xdcTTcov  t'  aia)pY](i.a,  xal  'HeXloto  xoXoaa6v, 

xal  fx^yav  atTretvav  TrupajxtScov  xajxaTov, 
fivapta  TE  MauacoXoto  TreXcopiov  aXX'  ot'  IqeiSov 

'  ApT^ixiSoc;  ve9£a)v  a^pi  OsovTa  S6[i.ov, 
xetva  ^ev  r)(i.aup£OTO'  t[  xetva  81;  v6a9tv  *OXu|i.7rou 

"AXto?  o\)Mv  TTco  TO  tov  eTTTjuyaaaTo. 

IX.  58 
ANTinATPOT 
Ilou  TO  TreptpXeTUTov  xdcXXo;;  a£o,  Acopl  KopivGe; 

TToG  OTe9avai  Trupytov,  tcou  tcx  TraXat  XTsava; 
Tcou  v7)ol  [Jiaxapcov,  ttoG  Sco^aTa,  ttou  8^  SdcfxapTs:; 

Siau9iai,  Xacov  6'  al  ttotI;  [jLuptaS£(;; 
ouSe  yap  ouS'  ^x^oi;,  7roXuxa[Jt,txop£,  a£To  XfiXEiTTTai, 

rravTa  Sh  autji[i.ap4'a<;  £^£9ay£v  ttoXeploi;. 
^ouvat,  a.iz6pdrixoi  NrjpYjtSet;,  'nxsavoio 

xoupai,  ocov  axswv  [ii[ivo[izv  aXxuoveg. 

IX. 151 
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AND  OF  ART 

THE  COLOSSUS  OF  RHODES 

The  men  of  Rhodes  in  honour  of  the  Sun 

Bade  tower  to  heaven  this  brazen  monument, 
When  spoils  of  foemen  decked  their  land  rewon, 

And  all  the  billows  of  the  war  were  spent. 
Shone  over  earth  and  main  alike  upheld 

The  lamp  of  dauntless  freedom  in  their  hand: 
For  they  whose  blood  from  Heracles  hath  welled 

Inherit  lordship  over  sea  and  land. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  ARTEMIS  OF  THE 
EPHESIANS 

The  chariot-ridden  walls  of  Babylon, 

Mausolus'  shrine,  the  Zeus  of  Pelops'  Isle, 
The  Hanging  Gardens,  Statue  of  the  Sun, 

The  towering  Pyramids'  stupendous  pile, — 
These  have  I  seen;  but  when  before  mine  eyes 

Arose  the  cloud-capped  fane  of  Artemis, 
All  were  bedimmed  and  vanished:  'neath  the  skies 

Never  the  sun  beheld  a  work  like  this. 

THE  RUINS  OF  CORINTH 
Where  is  thy  shining  glory,  Corinth?  where 

Thine  olden  heirlooms  and  thy  crown  of  towers, 
Thy  temples,  palaces,  and  ladies  fair, 

And  tens  of  thousands  thronging  in  thy  bowers? 
O  hapless!  not  a  trace  remains  of  thee: 

Thine  all  devouring  warfare  hath  bereft: 
Scathless  we  only,  mermaids  of  the  sea. 

The  halcyon  singers  of  thy  grief  are  left. 
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LOVE  OF  NATU  RE 

nOMRHIOr  oU^  MAPKOT  NEnTEFOT 

El  xal  ip-riynxif]  y.i/\j[ioLi  xovic;  ^vOa  Muxyjvy], 
el  xat  cx|jt.aupoT£pY;  rravT^c;  ISelv  axoTieXou, 

"iXou  TIC,  xaOopwv  xXeivYjv  7t6Xiv,  ^q  ^Trar/joa 
TEi/ea,  xat  TlptafjLou  ttocvt'  ^xsvtoaa  86(j.ov, 

Yvojaexat  ^vOev  oaov  Trapoc;  eaOevov.  el  8£  [xz  'fftPOic, 
liPptaev,  apxou[i.ai.  (jLaprupt  MaioviSr,. 

IX.  28 

MOYNAOT  MOTNATIOT 

*H  TToXu/puaot;  eyo)  to  tzoCKoli  tzoXiq,  /)  tov  'AxpeiScov 

olxov  dcTi'  oupavlou  Bt^a\iivri  yzver^q, 
7]  TpotYjv  Tcepaaaa  OeoxTtrov,  y;  PaaiXsiov 

dacpaXec  'EXXyjvwv  o5ad  ttoG'  "yjiJiiOecov, 
{jLYjXoPoTOi;  xzXyiai  xal  Pouvo[j(.oc  ^v0a  MuxYjvr^, 

Tcov  en'  EjjLol  u-sydXcov  ouvojx'  syouaa  [xovov. 
"iXiov  d  N£(X£CTet  fxeueXTj^svov,  s't  ye,  M'jxif)v/j(; 

[xiQxeO'  opoiOfjLSVTQi;,  eaat,  xal  eaol  ttoXi,?. 

IX.  103 

ETHNOY  SIKEAinTOT 

Seivot,  TYjv  7tspl(3coTOv  i[ik  tttoXiv,  "iXtov  Ipifjv, 
TY)v  Trdpo?  euTCupyoit;  Tslxecri  xXr)^o[ji,£vy]v, 

(xiGivoc,  Tscppv]  xaTsS-^Soxev  dXX'  ev  '0(jLY]p(p 
xstfjiai,,  yaXxelcov  spxoc;  h/oxiGCc  TzuXoi^^. 

ouxETi  (jls  axd^^et.  Tpcoo906pa  Soupar' ' Ayaicov, 
TudvTcov  S'  'EXXrjvcov  xelaofiat  ev  OTOfxaxi. 

IX.  62 
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AND  OF  ART 

MYCENAE  IN  RUINS 

Mycenae,  desolate  and  sunk  to  dust, 

I  lie  as  barren  as  the  mountain  side. 
Yet  down  I  trod  proud  Ilion's  walls,  and  thrust 

The  house  of  Priam  forth  from  all  its  pride. 
So  mighty  then!  Now  let  time  spend  his  rage — 
Enough  for  me  the  proof  of  Homer's  page. 

A  VOICE  FROM  MYCENAE 

I  was  the  golden  town,  within  whose  wall 

Dwelt  Atreus'  sons,  of  heaven's  own  lineage  hailed; 
Victor  of  god-built  Troy;  the  Royal  Hall 

Of  heroes,  and  their  fortress  unassailed. 
Now,  on  my  site  where  oxen  graze  and  sheep. 

Of  all  my  greatness  but  the  name  I  store. 
O  well  avenged  is  Ilion  if  she  keep 

Her  being,  while  Mycenae  is  no  more. 

TROY  IN  RUINS 

Here  I,  renowned  and  hallowed  Ilion,  towered 
And  walls  embattled  reared  their  lofty  crest: 

In  Homer  now,  when  time  hath  all  devoured. 
With  brazen  gates  and  bulwarks  fenced  I  rest. 

No  more  by  arms  of  Greece  in  ruin  flung. 

Henceforth  I  live  on  every  Grecian  tongue. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

OIAinnOY 

Oupavoc  (Scarpa  Ta/tov  aTroafi^aet,  v^  rdc/a  vuxtoc; 

riiXioc,  9ai,8pY)v  otj^iv  aTrepyaasTai, 
xal  yXuxu  va(xa  OaXaaaa  ppoxoii;  dcpuTy)at(i,ov  S^et, 

xal  v^xvj(;  eig  J^cocov  ycopov  dtvaSpa[jL£Tai, 
7^  TTOT^  MaioviSao  PaGuxXe^i;  ouvofji'  *0[jL7]pou 

Xr)6r)  yigpaXecov  ocpTraaeTat  asXtSoiv. 

IX. 57S 


AE^NIAA  TAPANTINOY 

"Aaxpa  [ikv  r){xaupcoae  xal  lepa  xuxXa  aeXr)vy}<; 

(5t^ova  SivrjCTac;  £(i,7rupo(;  '/jsXioc' 
u(Xvo7t6Xou(;  8'  dyeXyjSov  d7r'/][i.aX8uv£v  "0{j,y)po(;, 

XafXTTpoTaTOv  Mouoiov  9£yyoc;  dvaax6{xevo(;. 

IX.  24 


ANTIHATFOT  SIAHNIGT 

'Hpcocov  xdpux'  (xpzTOLq,  (i.axdpoiv  Btnpo(prixc(.v, 

'EXXdvcov  ^lOTfi  SeuTspov  dsXtov, 
MouCTcov  9£yyoi;  "Ojx7]pov,  dyyjpavTOv  OTOfxa  x6a[i.ou 
•     tzixwt6(;,  dXtppoOia,  ^£Tv£,  xexeuOs  xovi?. 

VII.  6 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

HOMER 

Sooner  the  stars  from  heaven  shall  be  shed, 

The  sun's  clear  face  be  changed  to  endless  gloom^ 

Sweet  water  men  may  drink  fill  ocean's  bed, 
Or  dead  men  join  the  living  from  the  tomb, 

Than  ever  shall  oblivion  leagued  with  age 

Raze  Homer's  name  immortal  from  his  page. 


HOMER 

The  moon's  bright  orb  and  all  the  stars  are  paled 
Before  the  sun  in  flaming  chariot  whirled: 
So  Homer  dims  all  singers  of  the  world; 

His  light  of  song  hath  over  all  prevailed. 


HOMER'S  TOMB 

Herald  of  heroes,  priest  of  highest  heaven. 
The  sun  that  on  the  world  of  Hellas  shone. 
The  light  of  song,  the  ageless  tongue  of  time, 
Here  lies  in  dust  beside  the  rolling  sea. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

ANTinATPOT  ZIAnNIOY 

Tav  {jtepdTicov  HeLOco,  t6  [liyac  nz/jy-cc,  xav  I'aa  MotSoatc; 

oGey^afjL^VTjv  xecpaXav,  co  ^ive,  MatovtSeto 
aS'  ^Xa/ov  vaairtc;  "lou  aTriXat;'  ou  yap  Iv  litXXa 

iep6v  iXX'  ^v  i[iol  tvjz\)\i<x  Oavoiv  ^Xittsv, 
oj  vEU(jLa  KpovtSao  t6  TrayxpaTlj;,  w  xal  "OXu(jltcov, 

xal  Tav  Al'avTO?  vaufxa/ov  elTre  ptav, 
xal  t6v  'A/iXXetoK;  OapaaXtatv  "Exxopa  ttcoXok;, 

oaTsa  AapSavtxco  Spu7rT6(i.evov  TreStoj. 
el  8'  dXtya  xpuTrxco  t6v  raXixov,  I'ctG'  oti  xeuOei 

xal  0£ti8o<;  yafx^Tav  a  ppax^PcoXoc;  "IxO(;. 

VII.  2 
ANTinATPOT  SIAHNIOY 

Oux^Tt  Qth{0[iivoiQ,  'Op9eu,  Spuai;,  oux£ti  Trfrpac; 

(Jc^et?,  ou  Qripoit  auTov6(JLou(;  dy^Xac;' 
oux^Ti  xoi(jLaaet(;  avefxcov  Pp6(jLov,  ouxl  x^^ot^ocv, 

ou  vi^exciSv  aupixouc;,  ou  Trarayeuoav  (5cXa. 
ciXeo  yap*  ok  Bk  TtoXXa  xaxcoSupavTo  Guyaxpc? 

Mva[Aoauva(;,  (idcTTjp  8'  ^^o^a  KaXXt67ra. 
tI  90i(ji£voi(;  aTovaxsu[xev  I9'  utaoiv,  avix*  iXaXxeiv 

Twv  TTaiScov  'AtSrjv  ou8^  0eotg  Suvafxtc;. 

VII.  8 

AAESnOTON 

OpYj'ixa  xpucjoXupYjv  TfjS*  'Op9£a  Mouaai  ^Oa^^av, 
6v  xTavev  u^'tti.^Swv  Zeui;  t^'O^'^svTi  p^Xei. 

VII.  617 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

HOMER  AND  lOS 

The  voice  that  moved  mankind,  the  mighty  tongue,. 

Maeonides,  the  heavenly  Muses'  peer, 
Here  by  the  cliffs  of  los  where  he  sung, 

Slumbers — for  passed  his  godlike  spirit  here. 
Great  Zeus  and  high  Olympus  he  reveals. 

Tells  Ajax'  prowess,  fighting  on  the  main. 
And  Hector  at  Achilles'  chariot- wheels 

Dragged  till  his  flesh  bestrewed  the  Dardan  plain^ 
How  small  an  isle  unmeasured  greatness  holds! 
Yet  tiny  Icos  Peleus'  bulk  enfolds. 

ORPHEUS 
No  more  with  rocks  and  trees  shalt  thou  prevail, 

Or  tameless  beasts  of  prey  draw  after  thee. 
Nor  hush  the  roar  of  clanging  wind  and  hail 

Or  storm  of  snow  or  thunder  of  the  sea. 
O  lost  one!  how  the  Maids  of  Song  lament. 

And  most  thy  mother,  sad  Calliope: 
Yet  wherefore  mourn  our  sons?  Can  God  relent,^ 

Or  grant  deliverance  from  the  death  to  be? 

ORPHEUS'  TOMB 
Here  by  the  Muses  laid  to  rest 

Lies  Orpheus  of  the  golden  lyre, 
Whom  Zeus  Almighty's  stem  behest 

Slew  with  a  bolt  of  flaming  fire. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

AKHPATOY  rPAMMATIKOY 

"ExTop  '0[i7ipeifim\f  dtel  PepoY;(x£ve  ptpXoK;, 

Geio86(j(.ou  Tet/euc;  ^pxoi;  lpu(jLv6TaTov, 
i^j  aol  MaiovtSyjf;  aveTrauaaTO"  oou  8i  0av6vTO?, 
"ExTop,  iaiyiiQy]  xal  aeXlq  'iXiaSot;. 

VII.  138 
AHMIOTPrOY 
*EXXa8o£;  eupux6pou  OTe9avov  xal  x6a(i,ov  ioiBriq,, 
'Aaxpaiov  yeveyjv,  'HaloSov,  xaT£x(«>- 

VII.  52 
lOTAIANOY  dc7r6   YHAPX^N 
AirYHTOY 
Nuv  7iX£ov  T^  t6  TrapotOe  nxikctc,  xpaTepoto  Pep£0pou 

ojjLfjiaaiv  aYpu7rvoi(;  Tpicak  cpuXcccae  xuov. 
ei  yap  cpi-Yyoc,  eXeittov  dXuaxdct^ouaai  ia(i,pwv 
(Jcypiov  '  ApxiX6xou  cpXeyjxa  Auxafi-PiaSec;, 
TTccx;  oux  av  TrpoXtTioi  axoTtcov  TruXecovai;  IvauXojv 
vexpit;  ocTrac;,  cpeuycov  TocpPot;  iTreaPoXtYjc;; 

VII.  70 
rAITOYAIKOY 
STJfxa  t68'  'Ap/iXo/ou  TiapaTrovTiov,  6c;  ttots  Trixpvjv 

^oOaav  e/'-^'^o'^V  TupcoTOi;  email's  X^^V' 
alfjLa^aj;  'EXtxaiva  t6v  "i^fxepov.  olSe  Auxa(jt,pir)(;, 

[xup6[jievo(;  Tptaocov  afjLu,aTa  GuyaT^pcov. 
Tjpejjia  Sy)  7rapa[i,e[.4»ov,  68oi7r6pe,  [xy]  tcote  touSs 
xtvYjaY)?  TujjiPcp  aqj^xac;  e9eJ^o(i£vou(;. 

VII.  71 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

HECTOR 
Hector,  whose  name  through  Homer's  Iliad  rings, 

Thou  mighty  bulwark  of  the  god-built  wall, 
With  thee  the  poet  ends:  no  more  he  sings, 

But  turns  his  page  to  silence  at  thy  fall. 

HESIOD 

Here  Hesiod  of  Ascrea  rests  in  peace. 
The  crown  and  glory  of  the  song  of  Greece. 

ARCHILOCHUS  COMES 
A  Warning  to  Cerberus 

Up  now,  and  watch  thy  mighty  dungeon  gate 
With  sleepless  eyes,  thou  warder-hound  of  hell! 

Lycambes'  daughters  fled  from  life's  estate, 
To  'scape  the  bard's  devouring,  fiery  spell; 

The  dead,  then,  trembling  for  his  scathing  hate, 
Shall  burst  the  bars  of  darkness  where  they  dwell. 

TOMB  OF  ARCHILOCHUS 

Here  lies  Archilochus  by  the  billows'  sound, 
Who  first  threw  viper's  venom  into  song 

And  blood  on  Helicon — as  Lycambes  found, 

When  round  his  daughters'  neck  he  saw  the  thong. 

Pass  gently  onward,  pilgrim,  lest  you  stir 

The  hornets  resting  on  his  sepulchre. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 


AEaNIAA 
*ApxtXoyov  xal  OTocOt  xal  et(;t8e  t6v  TrdcXat  KotYjTdtv, 
t6v  tcov  la(j(.pcov  o5  t6  (i.uptov  xX^og 
SiTiXOe  xyjttI  vuxTa  xal  ttot'  aoi. 
9)  pa  viv  at  Mouoai  xal  6  AaXiot;  yjYaTreuv '  A7r6XXtov 
Clk;  iyLyLzkric,  t  ^yevxo  XYjTrtSe^to? 
^Tcea  TE  TToietv,  7rp6^  Xupav  x  deiSetv. 

VII.  664 


KAAAIMAXOT 

EItt^  xiQ,  'HpaxXsire,  xeov  [lopov,  i(;  Bi  (i.e  Sdtxpu 
v^yayev,  efxvifjaGrjv  8'  oaaaxtt;  a[i.96TepoL 

■JjXtov  ev  Xsa/Y)  xaTeSucjajjiev  aXXa  au  jaev  ttou, 
^eiv'  'AXixapvTjaeu,  TeTptxTiaXai  ano8iri' 

at  Se  Teal  ^(ooucrtv  drjSovEt;,  fjotv  6  tcocvtcov 
dp7caxT7)p  ' AtSr)*;  oux  em  x^^pa  PaXet. 

VII.  80 


AAHAON 
'HpdxXeiTO?  eyto"  ti  [xe  aj  xdxco  iXxex'  (Scjxouaoi,; 

oux  u[i,Tv  eTTovouv,  toic;  Se  {X*  eTut.cyTa[i,evoi(;. 
etc;  epiol  av0pcoTCO(;  Tp!,(;txupiof  ol  8'  dvdpi6{j,0!. 
ouSeti;.  TaOx'  auSco  xal  rcapd  IlepaecpovY]. 

VII.  128 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

A  STATUE  OF  ARCHILOCHUS 
Stand  and  behold  the  bard  of  old, 
Archilochus,  who  wrought  the  iambic  line: 

His  fame  untold 
From  east  to  west,  from  west  to  east,  doth  shine : 

Apollo's  friend,  the  Muses  lend 
Genius  his  tuneful  numbers  to  inspire. 

And  nobly  blend 
Thought  into  song  or  wake  to  song  the  lyre. 

HERACLEITUS 
Some  one  chancing  to  tell,  Heracleitus,  the  tale  of 
thy  death, 
Moved  me  to  tears,  for  I  thought  how  many 
times  we  twain 
Talked  the  sun  down  together.  But  now  thou 
somewhere  apart 
Liest,  O  strangeland  friend,  thrice  this  long  time 
in  dust. 
Yet  thy  nightingale  songs  are  alive,  nor  ever  shall 
death. 
Death,  who  plunders  the  world,  lay  upon  them 
his  hand. 

HERACLEITUS  IN  DEATH 

Why,  dullards,  drag  to  death  a  sage,  whose  lore 
Is  not  for  you  but  them  that  know  my  spell? 

One  man  ten  thousand,  and  ten  thousand  score 
I  count  as  nought — I  say  it  even  in  hell. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

ANTinATPOY 

naupo£7T7)4  "Hpivva,  x.al  ou  TroXufxuBoi;  dtoiSat?* 

(xaX'  eXa/ev  Mouaai;  touto  t6  [iaiov  ^ttoi;. 
TotyapTOL  [i.vrjfjLir)?  oux  r,\i^poTsv,  ouSs  [i.eXaiv/)c; 

NuxTo?  UTTO  ay.izpji  xwXueTai  TTTspuyf 
ai  8'  dvapL6ar;Toi,  veapoiv  oo)piQS6v  aoiStov 

[j.upta8e(;X'/]0-/;,  ^elvs,  (Jt,apatv6(j(.£0a. 
XcotTspoc;  xuxvou  ^Jitxpo;;  QpooQ,  r^k  xoXoitov 

xpcoYt^oc  iv  siapival?  xiSva(i,evO(;  ve9lXai.?. 

VII.  713 

AAHAON 

"Aprt.  Xoyeuo{jLev7]v  ae  [XsXiaaoT6x6iv  Sap  o(i,vcov, 
apTi  8s  xuxvsicp  90£YYO(i.£vr,v  aroyLonzi, 

T^Xaasv  £1?  'AyspovTa  Sia  TrXaTu  xO[i.a  xaji-ovTcov 
MoTpa,  XivoxXcoaTOu  BzaTzozic,  ri'kixy.y.'z'xc,' 

GOQ  8'  £TC£cov,  "Hpivva,  xaXoi;  ttovo?  ou  ae  yeytovsl 
cpOtaSai,  £7£tv  §£  yopoix;  (StpLptiya  Ilieptaiv. 

VII.  12 

ASKAHniAAOT 

*0  yXuxuf;  'Hpivvr^?  ouTog  ttovoi;,  ouyt  ttoXui;  (X^v, 
wi;  av  TcapOsvixaq  £vv£axa!.8£X£T£U!;, 

dcXX'  £T£pcov  TToXXcov  SuvaTWTEpo?'  £1 8' '  At8a(;  toi 
[JLT;  xa/ix;  '^XGe,  tii;  av  TaXixov  tay'  ovofi-a; 

VII.  11 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

ERINNA 

Though  short  her  strain  nor  sung  with  mighty 
boast, 

Yet  there  the  power  of  song  had  dwelling-room; 
So  lives  her  name  for  ever,  nor  lies  lost 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  wings  of  gloom, 
While  bards  of  after  days,  in  countless  host. 

Slumber  and  fade  forgotten  in  the  tomb. 
Better  the  swan's  brief  note  than  thousand  cries 
Of  rooks  in  springtime  blown  about  the  skies. 

ERINNA'S  DEATH 
Just  at  the  spring-birth  of  her  honeyed  song. 
Just  as  the  swan-note  sounded  on  her  lips. 
To  Acheron  where  with  dead  the  billows  throng 
Doom  plunged  her,  doom  the  thread  of  life 
which  clips. 
Yet  clarion-like  her  work  its  message  gives — 
'She  is  not  dead,  but  with  the  muses  lives.' 

ERINNA 
Sweet  is  Erinna's  song,  though  short  and  slight. 

For  as  a  maid  of  nineteen  years  she  died; 
Yet  hers  was  power  surpassing.  Had  her  night 

Not  fallen,  none  had  ever  with  her  vied. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

TTAAIOT  AATPEA 

AloXtx6v  Tcapa  ti)(jlPov  Itov,  ^bjt,  [jly)  [iz  Gavouaav 

Tocv  MtTuXyjvaiav  ^vvstt'  aoiSoTi^Xov. 
T6v8e  yap  dvOpcoTTOJv  ^xa[jLOv  x^ps(;*  ^pya  8e  cpojTcov 

eq  Ta/LVTjv  eppei  ToiaSe  X'/^OsSova. 
7)v  8£  [xe  Mouaawv  iTaayji;  xocpiv,  wv  acp'  ^xaar/ji; 

8ai{XOvo?  (5cvOo(;  Ijjlyj  Or^xa  reap'  evveaSi, 
yvcoosai  ox; '  AtSeco  axoTov  ^x9uyov  ouSe  xtt;  SGTat 

TY^t;  XuptxY](;  SaTTcpou?  vcovi)pLO(;  -/jeXioc;. 

VII.  17 

ANTinATPOY  0E2SAAOY 

'  Avspa  [ly)  Ttixpy]  Texfiaipeo*  XtToc;  6  TU(i,[ioc 
696y^vai"  jxeyaXou  S'  oaTsa  9wt6(;  exst. 

elB'rioeiq  '  AXxfJiava,  Xupir](;  eXaTyjpa  Aaxaivr^;; 
eEo^ov,  ovMouaecov  evvs'  apiOfjiOi;  sx^"*' 

xetTai  8'  yjTcsipoK;  SiSu{xat(;  ept?,  £10'  6  ye  Au86c, 
eI'te  Adcxcov  TCoXXal  (jLY]Tspe(;  u(i.vo7c6X(ov. 

VII.  18 

ANTinATPOY  SIAQNIOY 

Iliepixav  aaXTTiyya,  tov  suayscov  ^apuv  ujivtov 
yaXxsuTocv,  xaTsysi  IlivSapov  aSs  xovig, 

oS  (jLsXog  elqatcov  90£y^ai.6  xsv,  (b(;  oltzo  Mouccov 
£v  KaS[xou  0aXa[jLot,c  O[ji7)voi;  aTTSTuXaaaTO. 

VII.  34 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

SAPPHO 
O  you  who  pass  my  tomb  in  Argolis, 

Call  not  the  Mitylene  singer  dead. 
This  tomb  was  wrought  by  man,  and  works  like  this 

By  time  to  quick  forgetfulness  are  sped. 
But  if  you  seek  me  for  the  Muses'  sake — 

My  nine  books  decked  with  gifts  from  all  the  Nine- 
Know  that  death's  shadow  cannot  Sappho  take; 

No  sun  without  her  name  shall  ever  shine. 


ALCMAN 

A  stone  is  no  man's  measure.  Scant  this  tomb, 

Yet  for  a  mighty  singer  hath  it  room. 

Here  Alcman  lies  who  on  the  Spartan  lyre 

Won  glory,  numbered  with  the  Muses'  choir. 

Lydia  with  Sparta  vies  to  call  him  son. 

For  minstrels  have  more  motherlands  than  one. 


PINDAR 

Here  Pindar  lies,  the  clarion  voice  of  song. 
Forger  in  bronze  of  mighty  melodies. 

Who  listens  knows  that  he  made  Hellas  throng 
With  murmuring  hive  of  song's  divinities. 
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AAESnOTON 

"^A  [jLocxap  (X[i^poc5ir,oi  ouvsaTts  (^u-y.-zz  Mouaa'-c, 
■/atpe  xal  elv  '  At^eoj  8oj[j.aai,  Kou'/liiy.yz. 

VII.  41 

ANTinATPOT  GESIAAONIKEOS 

"OPpt[xov  dxa[jLaTOu  axiyov  cchsaov  'AvTi{i.a/oio, 

6cEi.ov  ap/atoiv  69puo(;  y)(j.!,0£cov, 
nieptScov  yaXxeuTOv  ^tt'  6cx[xoaiv,  £i  T0p6v  o^ac 

iXkccyzc,,  el  ^ccXoXq  Tav  onyiX'xaTOv  otzcc, 
ei  Tav  ccTpiTTTOv  xal  dvlfi-Parov  dxpaTrov  6cXXot,c 

jxatsai,,  £1 S'  ufxvcov  CTxaTurpov  "0(i,Y)po(;  s/st, 
xal  Zeix;  Totxpsaacov  'Evoat/Govo^'  dXX'  'Evoai/6(ov 

Tou  [X£v  £90  [jL£[cov,  dOavdcTcov  S'  uTcaroi;. 
xal  va£T7]p  KoXo9covo(;  u7r£^£uxTai  (jt,£v  '0[Ji.r]pco, 

dY£TTai.  S'  aXXcov  TiXdOeoi;  ufj-voTroXcov. 

VII.  409 

SIMQNIAOY 

'H[jL£pl  7rav0£XxT£!,pa,  [jL£0uTp69£,  [irixzp  OTUtopac, 
ouXy]<;  ■5^  axoXiov  fcXeypia  9U£t.^  EXixof;, 

Ty]'lou  r]P7]a£ta<;  'Avaxp£iovTO(;  etu'  axp-^ 
aTrjXv],  xal  Xetctco  ycofiaTi  toOSe  Td90u, 

oic;  6  9iXdxpir)T6(;  t£  xal  otvo^aprji;  9tX6xco[jLO? 
Travvuy  t,0(;  xpoucov  t-^jv  9i,X67rai.Sa  /eXuv, 

XTjV  yGovl  TtETCTrjCOC,  X£9aXr^C  £9U7t£p6£  9£pOlTO 

dyXaov  wpaicov  [ioTpuv  drc'  dxp£[jL6vcov, 
xai  (Jiiv  dsi  TEyyoi  votept;  Spoaoc;,  tj(;  6  yepatoc; 
XapoTEpov  [jiaXaxcov  sttvsev  ex  aTO[JLdTcov. 

vii.  24 
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CALLIMACHUS 
Dearest  of  those  for  whom  the  Muses  long 

Amid  their  feast  of  heavenly  song, 
All  hail,  Callimachus,  though  now  thy  breath 

Be  stilled  within  the  house  of  death. 

ANTIMACHUS 

Give  praise  to  stern  Antimachus'  mighty  line 
Forged  on  the  Muses'  anvil,  with  a  tone 

Ancient,  heroic — if  thine  ear  be  fine. 

If  verse  sublime  be  what  thy  heart  doth  own. 
And  thou  would'  st  tread  a  path  unworn,  unknown. 

Homer  is  king  of  bards,  as  Zeus  supreme: 
Yet  though  Poseidon  lesser  power  doth  boast, 

Him,  next  to  Zeus,  above  all  gods  we  deem: 
So  Colophon's  son  owns  Homer  uppermost, 
But  chief  of  singers  else  he  leads  the  host. 

ANACREON'S  TOMB 
Mother  of  autumn,  wine-fraught,  cheering  vine, 
Whose  leafy  shoots  with  curling  tendrils  twine, 
High  on  the  topmost  pillar  set  your  bloom, — 
Anacreon  of  Teos'  humble  tomb. 
So  he  that  roamed  wine-laden,  roystering, 
And  sounded  all  night  long  the  viol  string, 
Now  fallen  in  dust  may  find  above  his  head 
A  cluster  from  your  ripened  branches  spread: 
While  on  him  that  fresh  dew  for  ever  drips. 
Whose  stronger  spirit  breathed  upon  his  lips. 
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ANTinATPOY  SIAONIOY 

Hctve,  Ta90v  Trapa  XtT6v  *AvaKpetovTO(;  dcfxetptov, 

St  tL  tol  £x  ptpXtov  'J^XOev  l[i,oiv  ^9£Xo(;, 
OTTsTaov  £(JL?)  ar:o8i,-?i,  arceiaov  yi.'^oQ,  ^Jcppa  ksv  ol'vo) 

<!)(;  6  Aicovuoou  [jLe[X£X-/]{i,£vO(;  olvaai  xa)(i.ot(;, 
(!)(;  6  9t,XaTpr)Tou  auvTpo90!;  txpjjLovi'/^t;, 

y.r]8h  xaTa90t(ji,evo(;  Bax/ou  B'lyjx.  toutov  uTcoiooi 
Tov  ysvsY)  (xspoTTOiv  xwpov  69eiX6(xevov. 

VII.  26 


ANTinATPOY  SIA^NIOY 

OaXXot,  T£Tpax6pu(i.[3o(;, '  Avaxpsov,  d(jt,9l  ak  xtaaog, 

appa  T£  X£i[i,a)V(ov  7rop9up£cav  TTETaXa' 
TC'/]Yal  S'  ixpYivozvzoQ  avaGXtPoivro  yaXaxTOi;, 

£UCoSs^  8'  dcTTO  y7J(;  YjSu  )(£01T0  (i,£0U, 

69pa  x£  Tot.  aTToStY)  t£  xal  6aT£a  TEp^n-v  aprjTai, 
£1  Sy)  Tt,;;  90ijjL£voi(;  }(p[[jL7tT£Tai  £U9poauva, 

<b  TO  9tXov  axEp^ai;,  9tX£,  [iap[BLTOv,  oi  auv  aoiSa 
TTavTa  8ia7rXwCTa(;  xal  ouv  EpoiTi  ptov. 

VII.  23 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

ANACREON'S  TOMB 

O  you  who  pass  Anacreon's  lowly  grave, 

If  from  my  books  some  pleasure  falls  to  you, 
Pour  on  my  ashes,  pour,  sweet  wine  to  lave 

My  bones,  and  gladden  them  with  kindly  dew: 
That  I,  who  loved  the  wine-god's  roystering  mode, 

And  lived  with  music  since  my  life  began, 
Though  dead,  have  wine  beside  me  in  the  abode 

Which  waits  by  doom  for  all  the  sons  of  man. 

TO  ANACREON 

Let  fourfold-clustered  ivy  bloom,  Anacreon,  o'er 
thy  head. 
And  all  the  dainty  flowers  that  in  the  purple 
meadows  throng; 
Let  snowy  milk  in  fountains  from  the  choking  soil 
be  shed, 
And  from  the  earth  leap  scented  wine  in  rivers 
sweet  and  strong. 
So  shall  thy  bones  and  ashes  win  delight  among 
the  dead. 
If  any  touch  of  gladness  to  the  perished  pass 
along, 
0  lover  of  the  lovely  lyre,  who,  as  thy  sweet  will 
sped. 
Hast  sailed  through  all  the  seas  of  life  with 
passion  and  with  song! 
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ANTinATPOY  SIAQNIGY 

EuSst?  iv  90i[i,£votaiv, '  Avdtxpeov,  laOXa  Trov/jaa;, 
euSsL  S'  ■/)  yXuxepy^  vDXTtXaXot;  xtOapr^, 

euSet  xal  SfxepStc;,  t6  IIoOcov  lap,  w  a'j  [jtcXtaScov, 
PapPiT*,  avexpouou  vsxrap  evap(i.6v!,ov. 

7)i0scov  yap  "EpcoTo<;  l9U(;  axo7c6(;"  elq  Bh  ak  (jiouvov 
T6^a  T£  xal  axoXia(;  el/^^  exY][ioXiac. 


VII.  29 


ANTinATPOT  0E22AAOT 

'O  Tpaytxov  9a)v/](i.a  xal  ocppuosaaav  aoi^f^  j 
TTupycoaat;  aTi[3apY]  TcpcoTot;  ev  susttltj, 

AioxuXoi;  Eu9optcovoc;,  'EX£uaLviY;(;  exa^  oCOriq 
xsLTat,  xuSaivcov  oY)[jt,aTi,  TpivaxptYjv. 

VII.  39 


2IMMI0T  0HBAIOT 
'Hpsjx'  UTTsp  TUfx^bto  So90xX£0(;,  '/jpspLa,  xioas, 

kpnu^oiq,  ^Xospoix;  ixnpoyicx>\f  rrXoxaiJLO'jc , 
xal  TTSTaXov  TiavTY]  OaXXot,  poSou,  r^  ts  9t,Xoppa)^ 

ajxireXot;,  uypa  TTspi^  xXY)[i.aTa  x£ua[i.£VY], 
£l'v£X£v  £U[j,a0i7]?  7Tt,vi)T69povo!;,  r^v  6  (jL£X!,xp6r 
Tjaxr^aEv  Mouacov  afjijJLiya  xal  Xap'lTwv. 

VII.  22 
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ANACREON'S  DEATH 

Asleep  in  death  thou  liest,  &  thy  goodly  work  is  o'er; 
Asleep  is  all  the  sweetness  of   thy  moonlight- 
sounding  lyre; 
Asleep  the  boy  for  whom  thy  god-like  wine  of  song 
did  pour, 
Thy  Smerdis,  thy  beloved,  &  thy  springtime  of  desire. 
For  love,  that  loveth  comely  youths,  he  smote  thee 
to  the  core, 
And  all  his  arrows  fell  on  thee  and  darts  of 
crooked  fire. 

AESCHYLUS 
Here  Aeschylus  far  from  Eleusis  lies, 

And  Sicily  wins  glory  from  his  shrine. 
He  first  bade  Tragedy's  grim  voice  arise, 

Towering  in  splendour  of  his  mighty  line. 

SOPHOCLES 
Lightly,  lightly  climbing,  ivy,  shroud  the  tomb  of 
Sophocles, 
Lightly  let  thy  dewy  tresses  stream  before  it  to 
the  ground; 
Round  about  let  roses  blossom,  and  the  cluster- 
laden  trees 
Shed  abroad  their  wavy  tendrils,  circling  like  a 
flood  around. 
For  the  wonder-hearted  wisdom  of  his  honeyed 
melodies. 
Which  the  Muses  and  the  Graces  with  their 
mingled  bounties  crowned. 
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AAHAON 

Ou  (j6v  (jtv^fjia  T'SS'  iax\  EupiTrtSir),  aXXa  a\j  Tou8e* 


VII.  46 


OIAHMONOL 

El  zcdc,  aX-^0£iat.a!.v  oi  t£0v/]x6t£i; 
al'o0'/]atv  sl'/ov  avSp£(;,  oic,  cpaaiv  tive;;, 


IX.  450 


AAHAON 

EapxEc;  8'  ai0aX£ai.a!.  TTupoc;  piTrfjai  TpucpYjXai 

XY]q)0£taa!,,  voti'^v  waav  £7rai06[j!,£vaf 
uouva  B'  £V£aTt  xacpco  7roXu8axpuTcp  oaxea  xcocpa, 

xal  Tc6vo(;  eIvoSiok;  tyjSe  7rap£pxo[X£vot(;. 

VII.  48 


AAHAON 

~H  p'  oXtyov  t68£  aajxa,  to  8k  xkioc,  oupav6[i.TQX£(;* 

TOU  TCoXuCppOVTiaTOU  TOUTO  OdcXYjTOi;  opY). 

VII.  84 
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EURIPIDES'  TOMB 

Not  by  this  voiceless  stone 
Is  thy  remembrance  kept.  Euripides: 

Here  thy  renown  doth  throne, 
And  gives  remembrance  unto  stones  like  these. 


AN  ADMIRER  OF  EURIPIDES 

If  it  were  very  truth  that  death  but  frees 

The  conscious  mind,  as  some  to  think  do  please^ 

I'd  hang  myself  to  see  Euripides. 


LAMENT  FOR  EURIPIDES 

The  rich  f^esh  of  thy  form, 
Enwrapped  in  fire  and  storm. 

Vanished  in  burning  mist  beneath  the  sky: 
This  tomb  of  many  moans 
Holds  nought  now  save  thy  bones, 

And  sorrow  for  the  pilgrim  passing  by. 


THALES 

Small  is  his  tomb:  his  fame  ascends  the  skies: 
Tor  Thales  here,  the  mighty  thinker,  lies. 

221 


POEMS  ON  DEATH 

lOTAIANOT  TOT  AllO  TnAPXQN 
AIFTHTIOT 

El  xal  apLEiS'/jTcov  vexucov  U7r6  yaiav  dvaaaei?, 
^zpaecpovf],  'j^'JX'/J^  8t/y^jao  A'/jptoxptrou 

eu(jL£V£0)(;  ysXotooocv,  ersl  xal  asTo  Texouaav, 
CL'/y\>\Livr^v  ettI  aol  [jLO'jvo^  sxajji^s  ysAw^ 

VII.  58 

AAHAON 

^Hv  apa  Ar^[jLoxpLTot.o  ysXco?  to§£,  xal  Ta/a  "ki^zv 
Oux  sAeyov  yeXocov,  Travra  TisAouai  ysXwf;; 

xal  yap  syco  ao9i'/]v  (xet'  ocTreipova,  xal  a'ir/jx  pijSXwv 
TOCToaT^cov,  xeifjiai  vepOe  toc^oio  ysXwt;. 

VII.  56 

ANTinATPOT 

~H  -/OafxaXr^v  uttsSui;  6  Toao?  xoviv;  zlc,  ai  ziq  dOpcov, 

EcoxpaTE?,  'EXX-/)vcov  [i,£[jL'^£Tai,  dxpt.ai-/]V 
v/jXes:;,  ot  tov  apt-GTOv  d-coXsaav,  ouSs  sv  atSoT 
SovTEi;.  TOiouTot  TToXXdxi  KsxpoTTiSai. 

VII.  629 
AAESnOTON 

Al£T£,  TITTTE  ^i^T,y.CX.C,  U^Ep  Td90V,  7^  TtVO?,  SITCE, 

doTEpoEVTa  0ECOV  olxov  aTroaxoTTEEi?; 

'sJ^UX'^G  S^ptl  nXdcTCOVO?  dTTOTCTafjLEVr,?  £c;  "OXuflTCOV 

slxcov,  acojxa  Se  y^  yrjyEVE?  '  AtGIc;  e/ei. 

VII.  62 


POEMS  ON  DEATH 

TO  PERSEPHONE  FOR  THE  SOUL  OF 
DEMOCRITUS 
Queen  of  the  world  of  never-smiling  dead! 

There  comes  a  soul  with  laughter  unto  thee ; 
Receive  it  kindly,  as  once  laughter  sped 
To  soothe  thy  mourning  mother's  misery. 

DEMOCRITUS 
The  Laughing  Philosopher 

This  is  the  sage's  laughter, when  at  the  last  he  saith, 
'TruthunlaughingI  spake, ' Time  &  life  are  a  laugh,' 

Seeing  for  all  my  wisdom  &  host  unnumbered  of  books, 
Under  a  tomb  I  lie,  leaving  nought  but  a  laugh.' 

TO  SOCRATES 
So  mighty  and  so  come  to  dust,  O  sage? 

Shame  on  the  shameless  Greeks,  their  best  to  slay 
In  pitiless  and  undiscerning  rage. 

Yet  such  full  often  is  the  Athenian  way. 

PLATO'S  TOMB 

Eagle,  why  standest  thou  upon  this  tomb? 

At  what  far  starry  mansion  dost  thou  gaze? 
'I  am  the  soul  of  Plato,  rapt  at  doom 

'To  heaven,  though  earth  my  earthy  body  stays.' 
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[AIOrENOTi:  AAEPTIOT] 

Kal  Tioic,,  £1  [jtv]  Ooifio?  dtv'  'EXXv.Sa  9'ja£  FlXaTcova, 

(|/u/a(;  avOpcoTTOiv  Ypa(jt.(jLaatv  y^xsaaTo; 
Kal  yap  6  touSc  yeydq  '  AoxX'/)Trt6g  ^otlv  t'/]Tr;p 
acofxaTo?,  (bt;  'l"^"/^'?  aOavaroto  IIXaTcov. 

VII.  108 
SIMMIOT 
Scocppoauv'^  7Tpo9£pa)V  0vy]Tcov,  'l^Oei  t£  Sixauo 

£v0aS£  XECTai  dcvYip  OEtot; '  ApiaToxXs/];;' 
el  Si  Tiq  ex  ttocvtcov  aoc^iqc,  [liycicv  ea/ev  erraivov, 
ouTO(;  e^^i  TrXeCCTTov,  xal  cpOovov  ou  9cp£Tai. 

VII.  60 
AAESnOTON 
elc,  0o'jxu8'lS'/;v. 
'Q.  (pikoq,  el  ao96(;  el,  Xdcpc  [i  kq  yipocQ.  ei  8i  ye  TrafXTrav 

vr/i^;  e9U(;  Mouaecov,  plt^jov  a  ji.'/;  vo£'f;Q. 
iIjjlI  yap  ou  7ravT£aat  (iaTog"  Tiaupoi,  S'  dyaoavTo 
0ouxuSISy]v  'OXopou,  Kexpo-l-/;v  to  ysvo;;. 

IX. 583 

rEMINOY 

'AvtI  Tocfpou  XiToto  0£?  'EXXaSa,  Oe^  8'  erl  TauTav 
Soupara,  Pap[Bapi.xa<;  au(ji[ioXa  vau98optac, 

xal  tu(jlP(o  xpY]7rTSa  7repiypa9£  Ilepaixov  "Apv] 
xal  Sep^Tjv  TOUToi^  GdcTTTe  0£[i.!,aToxX£a. 

araXa  S'  a  EaXajxli;  e7r!,x£la£Tai,  epya  Xeyouaa 
xdc^Jt-a*  tI  [j,e  CT(jt.t,xpoT?  tov  (jteyav  evTtOeTe; 

VII.  73 
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PLATO 
Were  Plato  not  from  heaven,  I  fain  would  know, 

How  did  his  writing  make  man's  spirit  whole? 
God-given  Asclepius  healed  the  body's  woe; 

He  was  the  great  physician  of  the  soul. 

ARISTOCLES  (PLATO) 
Here  Plato  lies,  divine  beyond  all  men 

In  power  of  knowledge  and  in  righteousness. 
Of  all  for  wisdom  famed  in  mortal  ken, 

Though  far  the  greatest,  none  had  envy  less. 

THUCYDIDES 

If  you  have  wisdom,  friend,  take  me  in  hand: 

If  scant  of  learning. 
Away  with  what  you  cannot  understand! 
Mine  is  no  road  for  all  the  world  to  tread: 

Few,  but  discerning. 
Admire  Thucydides,  Athenian  bred. 

THEMISTOCLES 
Hellas  bestrewn  with  wrecks  for  tomb  I  claim 

To  mark  the  foeman's  ruin  on  the  seas. 
Here  carve  the  battle  and  the  great  King's  shame, 

To  deck  the  marble  of  Themistocles: 
But  Salamis  stands  the  pillar  of  my  fame — 

A  fame  too  vast  for  narrow  bounds  like  these! 
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AAHAON 

ziq  Ttfitova  t6v  [jt.Loav0pco7TOv. 
'Ev6aS'  (XTTOpp'/j^at;  ^^y/r^v  [i'xp\>8y.i\io\f'x  xetpLai' 
0'jvo(jLa  §'  ou  TTEuaoLaOs,  xaxol  Ss  xaxox;  aTr^XotaOe. 

VII.  313 

HTOAEMAIOT 

el?  t6v  auT6y. 

My)  tcoGsv  el^Li  (i.a07)(;  [lr^8'  ouvofza*  ttXtjv  6Tt0vY;axc'-v 
Toui;  Trap'  e[i,Y)v  aTYjXyjv  ^p^ofx^vou?  £0£Xco. 

VII.  314 
AEQNIAA  >^  ANTIHATPOY 

Tr,v  STi'  ^[jLsu  aT7]XY]v  7Tapa[i.£t3eo,  [jtr)Te  (Jte  x^^P^'-'-' 

SL7TC0V,  [jL'/)0' oaxK;,  pLT)  Tivo?  I^STocaac;* 
T^  {XT;  TY)v  dvueit;  TsXeaatt;  6S6v*,  t^v  8k  nccpiXdfic; 
at-YY),  jjiTjS'  ouTco? Tjv  dvuei?  TsXeaatf;. 

VII.  316 
ANTinATPOY 
Aioyivsui;  toSs  ayj^za,  ao90u  xuvoc;,  6g  ttote  Ouij-co 

apaevt  YU(i.vr)TiQvi^s7:6v£i  (Sioxov, 
<J>  [xiarii; 7nf)pa,  [zia.^'.-Xot^,  si;  a[jt.'  e90iTa 
CTx-/j7r(ov,  auTocpxouQ  o^Xa  a.a,09poauva{;. 
dXXa  xdcpou  ToOS'  Ixt6(;  IV  (Jccppove?,  ■ox;  6  Sivcottsuc 
£/0aipsi  cpaOXov  ttocvtoc xalslv  ' AtSy]. 

VII.  65 
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TIMON  THE  MISANTHROPE 

Here  lies  a  man 
Whose  thread  of  hapless  life  is  broken. 

His  name  you  shall  not  scan: 
But  devil  take  you  devils  all — for  token. 

TIMON 

My  country  and  my  name  ye  shall  not  tell; 
But  all  who  pass  my  tomb  I  wish  in  hell. 


TIMON 

Go  by  my  tomb,  nor  greet  me  with  'Alas!' 
Nor  ask  who  am  I  nor  of  whom  I  came: 
Else  foul  befall  your  journey.  If  you  pass 
•  In  silence — foul  befall  you  all  the  same. 

DIOGENES'  TOMB 
Here  lies  the  cynic  sage,  Diogenes, 

Who  lived  in  barest  hardship,  strong  of  soul. 
A  staff,  a  folding  cloak,  a  wallet — these 

Sufficed  his  wisdom  poised  on  self-control. 
So  quit  this  tomb,  all  fools!  He  keeps  his  hate 
Even  in  the  grave  for  every  shallow  pate. 
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APXIOY 

"AiSoi;  CO  vexur^ys,  xs/apfjL^vs  Saxpuai  Travrtov, 

6(;  Pa0u  7rop0[X£U£L(;  tout'  'A/spovTO;;  uSwp, 
el  xai  aot  Ps^piOsv  utc'  elScoXotat,  xa{x6vTwv 

oXxoci;,  [jL-r]  TipoXiTz-ffi:;  Aioyiv/]  [iz  xtjva. 
oXtt'/jv  xat  axiTCcova  9sp(o,  xal  StrcXoov  eI[JLa, 

xal  7T7)pY]v,  xal  ool  vauTiXiYjf;  o[3oX6v. 
xai  Ctooc;  Ta8e  (jloGvov,  a  xal  vsxu?  aiSs  xo(i.i^co, 

eI;(ov  utt:'  -/jeXiou  8'  oC  ti  XsAotTia  ^aei. 

VII.  68 

AAHAON 

'EvOaSe,  -XetaTov  aXY]0£l7](;  sttI  Tspjaa  Trsp'/jca? 
oupaviou  x6a(J!.ou,  xetxai  'Ava^aydpai;. 

VII.  94 

[AIOrENOTi;  AAEPTIOT] 

EX  Tt  TrapaXXaoast,  9a£0cov  [liyccq  oiXioq  aaTpcov, 

xal  TTOVTOi;  TTOTajJLWV  (JLEI^OV'  ^/£l  SuvajjLtv, 

9a[xl  ToaouTov  eyw  cocpia  Trpoeyetv  'ErrtxapiJ-'^'^ 
6v  7raTpl<;  e(jT£9avo>o'  aSe  Supaxoaicov. 

VII.  125 
AAHAON 
Qzaacckbq  'iTTTroxpaTvjt;,  Kcoo?  ysvoc;,  £v0aS£  xeiTat., 

Oot(3ou  dcTTO  ptC'i^?  a0avaTou  yeyaco?, 
TrXfilaTa  Tp6:rat.a  voacov  aTrjoat;  67tXoi(;  'Yytsiy^g, 
86 ^av  IXoiv  TToXXcov  ou  tu/y],  aXXa  "^i'/yfl- 

VII.  135 
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DIOGENES  TO  CHARON 

Pilot  of  hell,  whom  mourning  cheers,  by  whom 

The  dead  on  Acheron's  yawning  tide  are  oared. 
Though  laden  deep  with  ghosts  and  scant  of  room, 

Diogenes  the  Cynic  take  on  board. 
I  come  with  staff  and  bottle,  cloak  and  scrip, 

And  coin  for  passage-money  have  I  one. 
All  that  I  owned  in  life  I  bring  to  ship. 

And  nothing  have  I  left  beneath  the  sun. 

ANAXAGORAS 

Here  Anaxagoras  lies, 
Whose  search  for  nature's  truth  profound 
Passed  onward  to  the  utmost  bound 

Of  the  eternities. 

EPICHARMUS 
As  stars  before  the  mighty  sun  are  quelled, 

As  rivers  in  a  boundless  sea  are  drowned. 
So  Epicharmus  all  the  wise  excelled — 

He  whom  his  birthplace  Syracuse  here  crowned. 

HIPPOCRATES 
Here  lies  the  Coan  leech,  Hippocrates, 

Scion  of  Phoebus'  line,  whose  arms  prevailed 
In  many  a  war  for  Health  against  Disease, 

Who  victor  not  by  chance  but  skill  was  hailed. 
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KAAAIMAXOT 
EiTcat;  "HAIE  XAIPE  KA£6[ji[ioTor  diVt^paxicor/;^; 

r^Xar'  0:9'  u^j^r^Xou  tslxsoi;  el?  'A'^'^^tv, 
(Jc^iov  ouSsv  ISwv  OavdcTou  xaK6v, 7^  t6  nXaTOJVo; 

^v,  TO  Tcepl  4'uxTj(;,  Ypa(JL(ji.'  dcvaXe^dtfJisvo:;. 

VII.  471 
AI0NT2I0Y  KYZIKHNOY 

IIpYjUTepov  y^ipoLC,  ae,  xal  ou  xaxa  vouaoi;  ajxa'>prj 

ia^zazv  suvvjGv]?  8'  uttvov  69£LX'j[jt,£vov, 
6czpa  (Ji£p!,[jLv-/]aa(;,  'EpaToaOevst;"  ouSe  K'jp'/)vr, 

yLcdoL  az  iraTpcpcov  svtoj;  eSsxto  Ta9cov. 
'AyXaou  x>\t  91X0?  8s:  xal  £v  ^stvr,  y.sxaXu'^ai 
Trap  ToSs  riptoTYJOi;  xpaoTrsSov  aiyiaXou. 

VII. '78 
AIONTSIOT  POAIOT 
npcoioi;,  dXXoc  tcoGsivo?  ooot  ttoXiv  'laXuaoto 

vaio[X£v,  slq  Ayi0'/]i;  TtLxpov  sSu;;  Tzzkccyoc,, 
8ps4>a{i.£VO(;  ao9[y]v  oXiyov  /povov  a(jL9l  8s  TO[jL[ioj 

aeto  xal  axXauToi  yXauxsi;  sGsvto  yoov, 
OatvoxpiT'"  ouSsv  ofioiov  £7r£aoo(jt.£voi.o!,v  aoiBbc 
90£YE£Tat,,  dv6p(o:rou(;  a/?^  9£Ccoat,  ttoSs^. 

VII.  716 
AAESnOTON 
Wr^'/zi  xal  TC£Tp7]v  6  7roX'j(;  yj^ovoc,,  ouSe  a(,87)po'j 

9£[S£Tat,,  dXXa  (jt.!,Yi  ttocvt'  6X£X£!,  Sp£7:dvr;' 
coc  xal  AaEp-rao  toS'  7]ptov,  6  a^eSov  dxTocf; 

(SaiOV  aTTO,  ^U/pCOV  X£LP£Ta!,  eE  U£TC0V. 

ouvofxa  [Ji7]v  rjpcooi;  d£l  veov  ou  ydp  doiSdi; 
d{j!,(iXuv£!,v  aicov,  xt^v  £0£X7],  SuvaTao. 

VII.  225 
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CLEOMBROTUS'  DEATH 

He  cried  aloud,  'O  sunlight,  fare  thee  well!' 
And  from  a  lofty  tower  leapt  down  to  hell; 
No  woe  worth  death  he  found,  but  read  a  scroll — 
The  book  that  Plato  wrote  about  the  soul. 

ERATOSTHENES 
No  dark  disease,  but  gently  dealing  age 

Hath  dimmed  thee.  Now,  thy  noble  pondering  o'er,. 
The  doom  of  slumber  lulls  thine  eyes,  0  sage! 

Ard  though  thou  rest  amid  thy  sires  no  more, 
A  stringe  land  gives  thee  friendly  heritage 

Heie  by  the  margin  of  the  sounding  shore. 

PHAENOCRITUS 

0  bardbeloved  of  all  lalysus. 

Sunk  ir  the  sea  of  death  untimely  thus! 

A  little  while  you  gathered  wisdom's  fruit: 

Now  ovls  about  your  tomb  unrecking  hoot: 

But  time  to  come  shall  never  bring  to  birth 

Such  soig  as  yours,  while  mankind  tread  the  earth. 

LAERTES 
Time  cr\mbles  rocky  cliffs  and  steel  away: 

Befor<  his  scythe  all  things  soever  wane. 
Even  this  Laertes'  tomb  within  the  bay 

Wasts  and  decays  beneath  the  chilly  rain ; 
Yet  is  th  hero's  glory  never  gray, 

Whileages  strive  to  dull  his  song  in  vain. 
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nOMRHIOT  NEQTEPOY 
'H  t6  xaXov  xat  Traotv  ipiaynov  avOy;aaoa, 

T)  jxouvt;  XaptTOiv  Xeipia  Sps'^afxevY^, 
oux^Tt  5(puCTO/aXtvov  opa  8p6[xov  tjeXioio 
Aati;,  iy.oi[iriQf]  8'  (irrvov  ^^stX^pievov, 
xcojjiout;,  xal  ra  v^cov  ^YjXcofjiaTa,  xai  toc  noOeuvrcov 
xvLafxaxa,  xal  [zuott^v  Xu/vov  aTTsiTrafx^v/]. 

rii.219 

ANTinATPOT  SIACiNIOT 

Ttjv  xal  ajjia  XP^"^^  ^ocl  aXoupyiSi,  xal  auv  "Efcori 

GpuTTTOfjLsvirjv,  aTTaXTJi;  KuirpiSof;  a[3poT£pa\ 
AatS'  £X^'  7roXi,y)Ttv  aXit^covoto  KoptvOou, 

netpif]VY](;  Xeuxcov  9aiSpoT£pav  Xi[3a8cov, 
TY)v  Gv/jTTjv  KuOepsiav,  59'  fj  (JLvyjCTTvjpef;  dya^oi, 

7rX£iov£(;r;  vu[i.9Y]i;  £l'v£xa  TuvSapiSo?, 
Sp£7rT6(ji,£voi  y^ipiTouc,  T£  xal  covrjT7;v  a9poSi'/jV 

^C  xal  utt'  £ucoS£t,  Tu[x(3o?  6S(oS£  xpoxcp, 

'^g  ETt  XTJtOEVTL  [jLUpcp  TO  SldtPpO^OV  OaTEUV, 

xal  XtTTapal  Ouoev  aa0[i.a  TivEouai  x6(jLai' 
■/)(;  £7ri  xaXov  afjiu^E  xara  p£0O(;  'A9poY£V£i:, 

xal  yo£p6v  Xu^covEaTovaxYjaEv  "Epco<;. 
£l  8'  ou  Tcayxoivov  SouXyjv  Gsto  X£pS£0(;  £u^^v, 

'EXXag  av,  wc  'EXevy]?,  T^aS'  UTTsp  Eaxs'tovov. 

VII.  218 
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LAIS 
Low  now  the  bloom  of  love  and  beauty  wanes, 

Who  held  alone  all  lilies  of  delight, 
Nor  sees  the  sun  shake  out  his  golden  reins, 

But  sleeps  the  destined  slumber  in  the  night, 
Bidding  farewell  to  wooer's  jealous  pains, 

Caress  and  revel  and  the  mystic  light. 


LAIS 
Lais,  who,  robed  in  gold  and  purple,  played 

With  passion  and  in  dainty  dalliance  shone, 
Lies  here,  sea-girlded  Corinth's  lovely  maid, 

Fairer  than  all  the  founts  of  Helicon. 
Her,  like  a  goddess,  princely  wooers  sought — 

Yea,  more  than  ever  thronged  to  Helen's  bowers- 
Plucking  the  bloom  of  love  for  money  bought. 
And  still  her  tomb  doth  breathe  of   scented 
flowers. 
Her  mouldering  bones  are  fresh  with  frankincense, 

Her  tender  locks  smell  sweet  with  spikenard; 
Desire  doth  mourn  refusing  condolence, 
And  love's  sad  queen  her  comely  face  hath 
marred. 
Had  Lais  not  for  silver  thralled  her  charms, 
All  Hellas,  as  for  Helen,  would  have  clashed  in 
arms. 
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ANTinATPOT  SIAnNIOT 
"Opvi,  At6i;  KpoviSao  Siaxrops,  tsu  /apiv  ^gtxq 
yogybQ  UTT^p  (jLeyaXouTuiJifiov  '  ApiaroiJiivouf;; 
ayyeAXco  (jLepoTrsCTai-v  66'  o'jvsxsv  oaaov  'icpicrTo; 

plcovcov  Y£v6[jLav,  Toaaov  6§'  r/iOfcov. 
SeiAaL  TO!,  SstXoiatv  ecpsSpyjaooua!,  TrsXetaf 
(5c(X[j(.£(;  8'  dcTp^CTTOic;  dvSpaoi  T£p7r6(ji£6a. 

VII.  161 
AIOTIMOT 

OuSe  Xecov  ox;  Se(,v6{;  Iv  o'jpsaiv,  w^  6  AUxwvo; 

ulo^  KpLvayop'/;^  ev  aaxsoiv  TraTayw. 
si  Ss  xaXutxa'  oXtyov,  [jiy;  'jirxOiO'  [jiiy.po;  6  /ojpo?, 
aXX'  avSpa^  ~oXs;i.ou  TXr/jiova^  otSs  9sp£!,v. 

VII.  227 
MNA2AAK0T 
Ol'Ss  rarpav,  rcoXuSaxpuv  ir:'  au/svt  Ssajjiov  s/ouaav, 

puofi-svoL,  Svo9£pav  aix^sSaXovro  xoviv 
apvuvTat  S'  dp£Ta?  alvov  (jLsyav.  dXXd  tk;  dcjToJv 
TOU(;S'  £i;!.Sa)V  0vd(Tx.£!.v  tXcicto)  U7:£p  TraTptSoc. 

VII.  242 
rAITOYAIKOT 

^Cl  Xp6v£,  TravTotcov  0v/]toi^  TTav£:rtoxoTC£  8aT[j.ov, 
ayysXoc;  "^[XETspcov  Traai,  y£vou  iraOscov 

a)(;  tspdv  aco^£!,v  7r£t,pcou.£vo!,  'EXXd8a  /cop'/^v, 
BotwTcov  xX£tvoic  6vr]axo[X£v  sv  Sa7T£8oic. 

VII.  245 
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ARISTOMENES 

Why  on  this  tomb  of  Aristomenes, 

Eagle,  thou  bird  of  heaven,  dost  thou  stand? 
As  I  am  king  of  birds,  this  sign  decrees 

He  was  the  kingliest  man  of  all  on  land. 
On  craven's  tomb  may  sit  a  craven  dove: 
None  but  the  dauntless  warrior  has  my  love. 

A  WARRIOR 

No  mountain  lion  ever  raged  in  fight 

So  fierce  as  Micon's  son  in  clash  of  shields. 

Small  is  his  country — as  his  tomb  is  slight — 
Yet  mighty  are  the  men  of  war  it  yields. 

FOR  COUNTRY 
To  save  their  country  from  a  yoke  of  shame 

These  warriors  lie  in  dust  and  darkness  clad. 
Let  all  who  see  their  rich  reward  of  fame 

Resolve  to  die  for  country  and  be  glad. 

FOR  FREEDOM 

O  Time,  whose  vision  searches  all  the  sphere 

Of  mortal  man. 
Go  tell  the  world  of  what  befell  us  here: 
How  we  to  keep  our  country  clear  of  stain 

Fought  in  the  van 
And  on  Boeotia's  storied  soil  were  slain. 
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LIMnNIAOY 

^Cl  ^eiv',  (XyyeiXov  Aaxe8ai[i.ovtoi?  6ti  TfjSe 
xELpteOa,  ToT?  xetvcov  ^rjfjtaoi  TreiG'Sii.evoi 

VII.  249 
EUmNIAOT 
'AxfjLa?  iarxxuiav  l:rl  ^upou  'EXXaSa  Ttaaav 
TaT?  auT&v  ^\)yxXc,  xeifjteOa  puax[jievoi. 

VII.  250 
SIMnNIAOY 
"AaPeaxov  xX^oi;  oiSe  91X7)  Trepl  TzoL-zpiBi  QivxzQ 

xuavsov  GavdcTou  a[jicp£,3aXovTO  ^icpoQ. 
oxiSk  T£0vaoi  OavovTS?,  i-Kzi  09'  apsT/)  xaGuTTspOev 
xuSaivoua*  avaysi  ScofJiaTO?  e^  'AtSsco. 

VII.  251 
AAHAON 
Flic,  *At8TQV  i0£ta  xa-rrjXuait;,  sit'  Sltz^  *A07)vcov 

GTsixoii;,  sI'te  vexu?  viaasai  ex  Mep6'ir)(;. 
jxY)  as  y'  avidcTw  jvixp'ric,  octto  T'TiXs  0av6vTa* 
7TavTO0£v  tic,  6  9£pcov  £l(; '  AiS-/)v  av£[i.O(;. 

X.  3 
KAAAIMAXOT 

"n9£X£  [iriB'  £y£vovTo  0oal  v££?'  ou  yap  av  riiitic, 

-yXScX.  At0xX£t80U  ScOTToXiV  £OT£V0(jI£V 

vuv  S'6  [j£v  £lv  aXt  ttou  olpETai  viy.uq'  ocvtI  8'  £X£tvou 
ouvo{xa  xal  xsveov  aapia  7rap£px6^£0a. 

VII.  271 
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THERMOPYLAE 
Go,  stranger,  and  at  Sparta  say, 

Here  is  our  grave : 

The  word  she  gave 
We  heard  and  we  obey. 

THERMOPYLAE 

When  Hellas  stood  upon  the  edge  of  doom, 
We  died  to  save  her,  and  this  is  our  tomb. 

THERMOPYLAE 

These  for  the  glory  of  their  country's  name 
Let  death's  dark  shadow  fold  about  their  head. 

Yet  is  their  death  no  death — their  valour's  fame 
Bringing  them  back  for  ever  from  the  dead. 

VOYAGE  TO  DEATH 

Straight  runs  your  course  to  death,  whether  you  roam 
From  Athens,  or  from  Meroe  speed  your  ghost. 

Fret  not  at  thought  of  dying  far  from  home : 

All  winds  will  waft  your  sails  to  that  dark  coast. 

A  SAILOR'S  GRAVE 

0  would  that  no  such  things  as  ships  were  known! 
So  had  we  not  for  Sopolis  to  weep. 
Whose  body  tosses  somewhere  on  the  deep, 

Whose  name  and  empty  tomb  is  all  we  own. 
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APXIOT  BT^ANTIOY 

■0\)8t  \>iyx)C„voL\)'riyh<;  inl  5(66va  Gi^pi?  iX'xaOclc, 

xu[i.aoi.v,  dypuTTvcov  X-'qaoy-OLi  -yji^voiv. 
•?)  yap  aXippr^xToi:;  Ou^b  Ssipaotv,  aYy/jOc  7r6vTO'j 

8u(;[j.£V£0(;,  ^eivou  yepalv  ^xupoa  Ta90U. 
aisl  8^  Ppopi^ovTa,  xal  ^v  vexueoot,,  6aXaaa-^^ 

6  tX'/j(jLcov  dctco  SouTTOv  a7r£/06(Jievov. 
pLO^Ocov  ouS'  'AlSt]?  [xe  xaTsuvaaev,  rjvtxa  (jloOvoi; 
ou8s  0av(x)v  XeiT)  x£xXt(i,ai  ria\r/iy). 

VII.  278 
TAATKOT  NIKOnOAITOT 
Ou  x6vi(;,  ou8'  oXtyov  TrsTpv;!;  [Sapo?,  dcXX'  'Epaa^TiTrou 

v^v  i(;op^q  auxv]  Tiaax  OaXacraa  Td90(;. 
oSXeto  ydp  GUV  vv^t'  Ta  S'  oarea  ttou  t:ot'  Ixstvou 
::ij0eTat,  alOu^aK;  yvoxrrd  (iovait;  evfrretv. 

VII.  285 
:    ANTinATPOT 
Kal  vsxuv  dcTrpTjuvTOt;  ivir^azi  [iz  OdXaacra, 

AUCTLV,  £p7^[i,aiY]  XpUTTTOV  UTt^  OTllXoiSl, 

OTpyjvei;  d£i  90iV£uaa  Tcap'  ouocti.,  xal  Tcapd  XC096V 
a^(i.a.  Ti  [i  ,  oSvOpcoTTOl,  ':fiS£  TraptoxlaaTE, 

7]  77voiYJ(;  -/-/jpcoaE,  Tov  oux  E7rl  9opTt8i  vr^t 
EpiTTopov,  dXX'  oXlyvit;  vauTiXov  slpEaiY]? 

^r/zcajjir'^T]  vau'/]y6v;  6  5!  Ix  rrovToto  ^locteowv 
^o^r^v,  £x  TTOvTou  xal  [JLoppv  £iXxoadji,r,v.. 

VII.  287 
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SEA-HAUNTED 

Though  I  am  dead,  my  body  tossed  ashore, 
I  cannot  quit  me  of  the  breakers'  roar. 
Below  this  storm-swept  cliff  beside  the  sea 
Some  stranger  hand  hath  made  a  tomb  for  me: 
And  ever  I  hear,  even  where  the  dead  men  sleep, 
The  hated  thunder  of  the  surging  deep: 
The  grave  lulls  not  my  pain  nor  brings  release: 
Alone  of  all  I  find  in  death  no  peace. 

LOST  AT  SEA 

Not  under  earth  or  scanty  pile  of  stones 
He  lies,  but  buried  in  wide  ocean's  flow. 

He  perished  with  his  barque:  but  where  his  bones 
Lie  mouldering,  none  but  the  seamews  know. 

PLAINT  OF  THE  SEA 

The  waves  unmerciful,  though  I  am  dead, 

Still  vex  me  here  beneath  this  lonely  bluff: 
Though  deaf  my  tomb,  they  roar  about  my  head. 

Why  set  me  here?  Have  I  not  had  enough? 
No  merchant  I  with  laden  argosy. 

But  plied  with  oars  a  little  mariner's  yawl, 
Yet  suffered  wreck.  Thus  seeking  from  the  sea 

My  living,  from  the  sea  my  death  I  haul. 
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ANTI(DIAOT 
OuTca  TToco'  dt7r6XcoXe,  Yew7r6v£,  PwXo(;  (ip6Tpot(;; 

i]  8'  uvi.(;  iv  vexueaai.  ti  toi  ttXsov;  y;  ttooo^  O'jto;; 

7rup6(;,  6v  ^x  T£9p-/)(;  xou  yQo^bQ  apTuaaers; 
oux  alel  c^TQasaGe,  xal  u(i.£a(;  (5tXXo{;  apoiOci,. 

Toiriq  ap^a[i.£vou^  Tzaat,  xaxoaTropi-/;(;. 

VII.  175 

ANTIOIAOY 

Ou-/  OTl  [Jt£  90t(Jl,£VOV  XTjSo^  XlTTEV,  EvGocSs  X£T[JLa'. 

yufjLvoc;  xjnkp  yairji;  Trupo96poio  v£X'j(;' 
Tapxu0TQv  yap  £ya)  to  Trpiv  7uo'r£,  vuv  S'  dpoTTJpo!; 

5(£pal  aiSr(P£iY)  [jl'  £^£xuX!,a£v  uv!,(;* 
■?]  pa  xaxcov  Gavaxov  Tiq  tpzl  Xuaiv,  ottttot'  ^fzeio, 

^£tv£,  TU£X£(,  Tca6£cov  uaTaTov  ou8^  TOLcpoq; 

VII.  176 

ZTATYAAIOT  OAAKKOY 
AatXaTia  xal  (jLaviirjv  6Xoy;(;  7rpo9uy6vTa  OaXaaar,^ 
vauY)y6v,  Ai[3uxalg  x£t^£vov  £v  c]>a(ji.a6o(,(;, 

OUJ(  ^Xa?  YjLOVOiV,  TTUfJiaTW  P£|Saprj(i.£VOV  UTIVtO, 

yu[Jiv6v,  dcTTO  oTuyEpyig  ox;  xa(jt,£  vau^Ooptv;;;, 
^xravs  Xuypog  ^x^^-  '^^  [i-OL^'f]^  ^rpoc  xufiaT*  £[j,6-/0£!., 
TYjv  irzl  yr^q  9£uywv  fioTpav  69£!,XotX£v-/;v; 

VII.  290 
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A  GRAVEYARD  PLOWED 

What,  plowman,  is  no  loam-land  left  to  break? 
Your  oxen  through  the  graves  their  furrow  make, 
And  move  the  dead.  What  gain?  or  what  is  worth 
Your  harvest  won  from  ashes,  not  from  earth? 
But  you  shall  die,  and  then,  as  others  learn 
Your  evil  tillage,  shall  be  plowed  in  turn. 


A  BURIAL  DISTURBED 

Not  at  my  death  was  I  by  kindred  spurned, 
Nor  body  thrown  upon  the  cornland  bare: 

Well  coffined  was  I,  but  the  plowers  turned 
And  cast  me  upward  with  their  iron  share. 

No  more  say  'Death  ends  trouble,'  seeing  doom 

Hath  made  my  suffering  last  beyond  the  tomb. 


DESTINY 

Saved  from  a  shipwreck  on  the  raging  deep 
All  naked  on  the  Libyan  strand  he  lay — 

Just  as  he  toiled  ashore — in  heavy  sleep. 
And  there  a  serpent  slew  him  by  the  bay. 

Fighting  against  the  sea,  ill  did  he  speed 

To  shun  his  doom  upon  the  land  decreed. 


241 


POEMS  ON  DEATH 

AAAAIOY  MITTAHNAIOT 

'0  ypiTreuc;  Ai.6ti(ji,0(;,  6  xufxaotv  oXxaSa  Trion^v, 

xy)v  x^ovl  TYjv  auT7)v  olxov  ^/cov  7rev[Y)(;, 
vYjYpsTov  u7rva>CTa(;,  t6v  a(ji£[Xt)(ov  Ixto  7rp6<;  "AiStqv 

auTEpsTT]?,  [Str)  VY]t  xo[i.i,^6[xevo(;. 
■yjv  yap  ^X^  ^w^C  TTapajiuOiov,  ^axev  6  Trp^a^uc; 
xal  90t{xevo(;  Tru^xarov  Tcupxat^i;  6cpeXo<;. 

VII.  305 


nATAOY   2IAENTIAPI0Y 

Ouvojjt,a [loi . .  Ti 8e touto;  noixplc, 8i. [loi .  AqtI 8e touto; 

xXelvou  S'  eifjil  Y£vou{;.  ei  y<^P  acpaupoTocTou, 
^r)aa(;  £v86^(oc;  eXiTTov  (itov.  el  yap  dSo^cat;; 

xelfxai,  8'  evOaSe  vuv  .  .  tIq  tlvi  Tauxa  liyeic,; 

VII.  307 

AOYKIANOY 

IlaTSa  [iz  TrevTasxTjpov,  axYjSea  0i){jl6v  e^ovTa, 

vyjXeiYji;  'AtSigc;  v^pTraae,  KaXXtjaaxov. 
aXXa  (xs  {jiy)  xXaiot?*  xal  yap  P  16x010  pteTsaxov 
Traupou,  xal  Tiaupcav  twv  Piotoio  xaxwv. 

VII.  308 
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A  POOR  FISHER 

A  fisher  had  a  trusty  boat 
Which  kept  him  ever  safe  afloat; 
It  made  his  cabin  on  the  beach — 
The  best  his  penury  could  reach. 

Then  when  he  slept  to  wake  no  more, 
Deathward  his  unreturning  oar 
His  own  hand  plied,  his  own  ship  sped 
Across  the  river  of  the  dead. 

That  craft,  the  old  man's  lifelong  friend, 
Did  loyal  service  to  the  end: 
For  when  men  fain  would  build  his  pyre. 
It  was  the  boat  that  made  the  fire. 

NAMELESS 
My  name?  ...  no  matter  .  . .  Country?  . . .  idle  sound. 

My  birth  was  brilliant — or,  if  sprung  from  gloom, 
I  lived  and  died  renowned.  If  unrenowned — 

Here  lie  my  bones.  Who  is  it  speaks?  To  whom? 


A  CHILD'S  DEATH 
At  five  years  old — my  heart  all  free  from  care- 
Death  laid  his  hand  upon  me  pitiless. 
Mourn  not:  of  life  I  had  but  little  share. 
Yet  had  I  little  part  in  life's  distress. 
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AAESnOTON 
r-i]p(xi  xal  Tzevifi  xerpuiJilvof;,  ouS'  ^jpiyovror 

ouSev6(;  avGpwTTOu  Srjqroyir^q  Epavov, 
Totg  rpoyLtpoXc,  xcoXoictiv  utitjXuOov  -/jp^jjia  TU(j.[iJov, 

eupwv  oiJ^upou  Tep[j.a  (x6X(,(;  ^16x00. 
■}]Kk(x.yQ-r)  8'  etc'  £(jlo!,  vekucov  voyLoq-  ou  yap  ^6v/;ctxov 
TrpwTov,  ^TTEtr'  £Ta9"y)v  aXXa  Ta9el(;  ^0avov. 

VII.  336 

HPAKAEIAOY  SINQnEnZ 

AaiXa^^  xal  ttoXu  xu(Jia,  xal  dvToXal  'Apxxoupoto, 
xal  ctx6to(;,  Alyaiou  t'  oI8[i.a  xaxov  TrsXayeuc;, 

Tau0'  a(i,a  ttocvO'  Exuxvjasv  £[i.'/)v  vsa"  xpij^Oa  Se  yXaaQelc, 
iGToc;  opiou  96pT(p  xa(i.£  xaXutj^E  Pu0cp. 

vaoy)y6v  xXatotTs  Trap'  alytaXoiCTi,  yovT^Ec;, 
TX7]at(jL^vy]  xwcprjv  aT7)aa[i.Evo(.  XiOaxa. 

VII.  392 

EPTKIOT  0ETTAAOT 

0\)X  ^^^  8zikouoc,  SaTupou  tolc^oq,  ou8'  utto  Tauxy;, 
o)?  X6yo(;,  suvTjxai  Tuupxaiy^  llaropoq. 

aXX'  eI'  ttou  xiva  tt6vxov  axouuExs,  TTtxpov  exeTvov, 
xov  TrlXat;  atyovofjiou  xXut^o^xsvov  MuxaXa^, 

xEivcp  Stvr]£vx(,  xal  axpuysxco  EXt,  xsT^xai. 
uSaxt,  (jtatvofjLEvco  [jI£{jl96(ji.£V0(;  BopsY]. 

VII.  397 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

A  POOR  OLD  MAN 

Worn  out  by  age  and  want,  and  in  my  doom 
By  not  a  single  pitying  soul  relieved, 

With  palsied  limbs  I  reached  the  sheltering  tomb, 
The  end  of  grievous  life  at  last  achieved. 

Death — then  the  grave:  but  custom  was  defied 

In  me,  as  from  a  living  grave  I  died. 


SHIPWRECKED 

A  stormy  star,  night,  and  a  whirlwind  blast 
With  ocean  billows  rolling  mountain-wise 

O'erwhelmed  my  barque,  breaking  in  three  my  mast. 
And  foundered  me  with  all  my  merchandise. 

Father  and  mother!  make  on  shore  your  moan, 

And  set  to  mark  my  wreck  a  voiceless  stone. 


DEATH  AT  SEA 
Not  here  my  ashes  are  or  hapless  tomb. 

Nor,  as  the  writing  runs,  doth  Satyrus  sleep, 
But  where  you  hear  the  mournful  surges  boom 

And  Mycale's  pastured  headland  spurns  the  deep, 
There  am  I  whirled  amid  the  barren  tide 
Unresting,  while  the  northern  wind  I  chide. 
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AAHAON 

My)  (jle  Ootoi;  xijSiCTTe  Ttap^pxeo  TU(jLpov  6SiTa, 

aoTatv  axot,(i.y]TOt,(;  Troaal  xeXsuOoTT^pE* 
8£px6[j.Evog  8'  lp££i,v£,  T^i;  y)  tt^Oev;  *  ApiJLoviav  yap 

yvcoaEai,  '^c;  y£V£-/)  Xa[i.7r£Tat  Iv  MEyapoig. 
TcavTa  yap,  oaaa  PpoToTat  9£p£!.  x>ioc;,  yjev  I8£a0ai, 

£uyeviY;v  IpaT-fjV,  'i^OEa,  aoicppoauv^v. 
ToiY)(;  TUfx^ov  6t0p-/]aov  £(;  oupaviag  yap  arapTrou^ 

^j^ux"^  TraTTTatvE!.  ao}\i  a7ro8uaa[jt.£v/]. 

VII.  337 
ANTinATPOY 
Oux  oTS'  et  AtovuCTOv  6v6aao[i.at,  ri  Aib(;  opL^pov 

{jl£[j(,^];o[jl' •  6Xia07]pol  S'  Et<;  TroSai;  d(jL(p6TEpoi,. 
ayp60£  yap  xariovTa  IIoXu^evov  ex  tcote  SatTo^ 

T\)[i^oc,  zjz^  yXtaxpcov  E^EpLTiovra  Xocpcov, 
xEiTat.  S'  AloXiSof;  S[jLupvY](;  k.y.6.c,.  aXXa  tk;  6p9v/)(; 

SstfJiatVOt  [J(,E0UCOV  OCTpaTTOV  U£T17]V. 

vn.  398 
ZQNA  EAPAIANOY 

Tu/pav  OEU  xecpaXac;  £7T:a(JL7]ao[xai  alyiaXiTtv 
0Tva  xaTa  xpuEpou  yz\i6i\Lz^oc,  vsxuog" 

OU  yap  CTEU  [J.'^TYJp  £7TLTU[J!.[3l,a  XCOXUOUCTa 

cISev  aXt^avTOv  aov  (i,6pov  EivaXtov" 
dXXa  a'  £p7][i,aTot  te  xal  a^Eivoi  TrXaTajxtovsi; 

SE^avr'  Alyatv]?  yEOTOVEq  -/jtovoi;" 
coctt'  e^e  [xev  t|/a(i.d0ou  (jLopiov  Ppa/u,  ttouXu  Se  Sdxpu, 

^Etv',  etteI  zlc,  6Xor)v  eSpa[XE(;  e(X7T0ptr)v. 

VII.  404 
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HARMONIA 
Haste  not,  good  traveller,  from  my  tomb  to  turn 

Speeding  with  restless  footstep  on  your  way. 
Ask  of  my  name:  Harmonia,  you  shall  learn, 

Whose  line  for  splendour  famed  in  Megara  lay. 
All  things  she  had  that  make  a  life  renowned — 

Great  heart,  high  mind,  &  sweetly  tempered  pride. 
This  is  her  tomb:  her  soul  is  heavenward  bound, 

The  vesture  of  the  body  cast  aside. 

A  FALL 
Was  it  the  wine,  I  wonder,  or  the  rain? 

Both  one  and  other  make  the  feet  to  trip. 
Fresh  from  a  feast  he  trod  a  mountain  lane, 

And  died,  as  from  the  cliff  he  made  a  slip. 
Far  from  his  Smyrna  lies  he.  Men  in  drink 
Were  wise  at  dark  from  rainy  roads  to  shrink. 

A  FRIENDLY  BURIAL 

Cold  sand  above  thy  head  here  by  the  surge 

To  shroud  thy  chilly  form  I  heap  and  pour. 
No  mother  stood  beside  to  chant  thy  dirge, 

Nor  knew  the  sea  had  cast  thee  dead  ashore. 
But  only  this  unfriendly  beach  and  drear 

Welcomed  thee  here,  where  ocean  billows  sound: 
So  take  thy  mite  of  sand  and  many  a  tear, 

O  friend,  whose  barque  to  mart  of  death  was  bound. 
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TTMNEQ 

T6v  TrapapdcvTa  v6(xou(;  AafjidcTptov  ^xxave  (xdcTYjp 

a  AaxeSa!,[j.ov[a  t6v  Aaxe8at[x6vt.ov. 
Gy]ktov  8'  ev  TrpoPoXa  Oefxeva  ^irpoq,  eIttev,  6S6vTa 

o^ijv  ^TTiPpuxouo',  ola  Aaxatva  yuva. 
I^ps  xax6v  aKuXaxEU[jLa,  xaxa  (J-Eptq,  ^ppE  7co0'  "AiSav, 
spps'  t6v  ou  DTrapxa?  6c^tov  ouS'  ^texov. 

VII.  433 
AIOSKOPIAOT 

Eic;  Svjtcov  7r£[jit];aaa  Xo^oui;  A7][i.ai,v£Ty)  6xTai 

TratSa(;,  utto  cjTrjX-/]  Travxat;  ^OaTiTE  piia. 
Saxpua  S'  oux  ^ppv)^'  ettI  7r£v0Eaiv  aXXa  t68'  eIttev 
(jloGvov  iw  STiapTa,  aot,  Tsxva  xauT'  etexov. 

VII.  434 
HTEMONOS 

E'tTTOt  TIC,  Trapa  TUfx^ov  iwv  aysXaaTO?  oStTaf; 

tout'  ^'ttoc;*  oyScoxovT*  evGocSe  (jiupiaSat; 
SirapTaf;  5(1X1,01  ^vSpzq  zTzicsy^o'^  XyjixaTt  IlEpocov, 

xal  Gdcvov  doTpETTTE^'  Awpiot;  d  [lEXsTa. 


VII.  436 


AEQNIAA 

Mapwvlt;  yj  ^iXoivo*;,  ri  ttiOcov  CT7roS6(;, 
EVTaOGa  XEtTai  ypriijq,  ^c,  UTTsp  Toccpou 
yvcoaTov  rrpoxEiTai  rraaiv  'Attlxy]  xuXl^. 
oTEVEi  Se  xal  yat;  vspGsv,  ou/  uTT^p  texvcov, 
ouS'  dvSpoc,  oO?  XsXoiTTEV  evSeeT?  Piou. 

£V  B'  dvTt  TTOCVTCOV,  OUVE/'  "/)  XuXt^  XEV7), 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

A  SPARTAN  MOTHER 

He  sinned  against  his  country's  law  and  died, 
A  Spartan  slain  by  Spartan  mother's  hand. 

Clenching  her  teeth  she  plunged  the  sword  &  cried 
In  words  that  Spartan  women  understand — 

'Out,  out,  ill  cub,  ill  bantling,  out  on  thee! 

For  Sparta's  shame  was  never  born  of  me.' 

EIGHT  WARRIOR  SONS 

Eight  sons  she  sent  to  fight  against  the  foe, 
And  buried  all  within  a  single  grave: 

Quoth  she,  with  never  a  tear  to  mark  her  woe, 
'To  thee,  dear  Sparta,  these  my  sons  I  gave.' 

THE  PERSIAN  WAR 
Pass,  pilgrim,  by  this  tomb  with  awe,  and  say, 

'Eight  hundred  thousand  Persians  here  in  line 
A  thousand  Spartans  died  to  hold  at  bay. 

Unflinching.  'Twas  their  Dorian  discipline.' 

A  WOMAN  DRINKER 

Here  gammer  Maronis,  bibber  of  wine. 
Who  made  fat  casks  to  wither  and  pine. 
Lies  buried,  and  on  her  tomb  for  sign 
Is  standing  a  cup  of  Attic  design. 

Now  under  the  ground  she  weeps  to  think 
Not  of  sons  or  husband  on  misery's  brink: 
For  all  her  sorrows  have  but  one  link — 
That  cup  holds  never  a  drop  to  drink. 
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HPAKAHTOr 

*A  x6vi(;  (kpTlay-ccTZToq,  inl  araXat;  8k  (jL£TCJ7r<ov 

aeLovTat  (puXXtov  ruiiQy.'kelc,  aTScpavot. 
Ypa(jL^a  SiaxpLvavTeq,  68o!.7T6pe,  rreTpov  l'8co(i.EV, 

Xeupa  TreptoxeXXetv  6oT£a  cpaxl  xivoi;. 
Sctv',  'Ap£T7][i,i,a(;  £i(i.(,"  Trarpa  Kv[So(;*  Eoqjpovo?  '/jXGov 

£1?  X^xof;'  coSivcov  oux  6c[i.opo(;  y£v6pLav 
Staaa  8'  6\io\j  TixTouoa,  t6  (jlev  Xittov  avSpl  ttoStjyov 

yyjpco?*  £v  8'  aTrdcyw  (jLva(j.6auvov  Troato^. 

VII.  465 

AEQNIAA 

~A  S£[X'  'AvT[xX£t,(;,  S£(,Xy)  S'  Eyo)  7)  t6v  ev  'of^v); 
dcxfjLY]  xai.  [xoOvov  TratSa  7rupcoaa(jL£VY], 

6xTCOXat8£X£T7]i;  6q  (XTTCoXeO,  T£XV0V  £y<A)  §£ 

opcpavtov  xXatco  yvjpag  6Supo[X£V7). 
PaiTjv  £t<;  "AiSoq  axtEpov  Sofjiov  oute  (jIoi  r)W(; 

•/jSei',  out'  (xy.Tiq  cixioq  yjeXiou. 
a  SeiX'  'AvtixXeic,  [i,£[ji,opr^^£V£,  7r£v0EO(;  eI'y]? 
iY)TY)p,  ^coT^t;  Ix  (XE  xoji.iaaa(i,Evoc. 

VII.  466 
SAnOOTS 

Ti[i,a8o(;  ocSe  y.6vic„  tov  Sy)  7rp6  ya(i.oio  Oavouaav 
SE^aTO  0£pCT£(p6va(;  xuavsog  OdcXauot;, 

aq  xal  aTro90i.fjt.Evac;  Tiaaai  vEoGayi.  aiSapw 
aXixsg  ifjLEpTav  xparoc;  sOevto  xojjiav. 

VII.  489 
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TWIN  CHILDREN 

Fresh  dug  the  ground,  and  on  the  pillar's  face 

Half-withered  wreaths  are  shaking  down  their 
bloom. 
Come,  traveller,  let  us  gaze,  the  legend  trace, 

And  learn  whose  bones  are  coffered  in  this  tomb, 
'My  name  is  Aretemias,  Euphron's  wife. 

Childbed  I  knew  and,  bringing  twins  to  birth, 
Left  one,  my  husband's  prop  in  after  life. 

And  took  one,  his  remembrance,  under  earth.  ^ 

A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 

Woe  for  my  son,  and  woe  for  me — to  burn 

My  son,  my  only  son,  dead  in  his  prime. 
Lost  in  his  youth!  And  I  to  sorrow  turn. 

Mourning  alone  till  age  shall  end  my  time. 
0  for  the  house  of  darkness!  Morning  glow 

Nor  radiant  sunshine  now  can  bring  me  joy. 
O  take  me!  be  physician  to  my  woe 

And  lead  me  hence  to  share  thy  doom,  my  boy. 

TIMAS 

Here  Timas  lies  who  died  before  she  wed, 
And  in  Persephone's  dark  chamber  slept. 
Her  fellow-maidens  mourning  for  her  kept. 

Shearing  the  splendid  tresses  from  their  head. 
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ANTinATPOY 

*Iovtou  TTOTt  yav  vauaToX^tov  HiXonoq, 
90pTLSa  [jL£v  xal  Travra  vzoic,  im^-i]'zop<x  Xa'iv, 

xufxaTL  xal  aupjxw  7rXaCo[i,evou(;  av^fxcov, 
aaxr^Gst?  loacoCTe"  xaO!.e[i,£V7)(;  8'  IttI  TrsTpati; 

ayxupTji;,  4*^X9^^  xaT0av£v  ex  vtcpaSoiv 
y)(jiuaa(;  6  rrpeaPut;'  I'S'  6i(;  Xifjisva  yXuxuv  6cXXot<; 

Sout;,  ^sve,  xbv  AtjOy^c;  auTo;  eSu  Xi(j,£va. 

VII.  498 


SIM^NIAOT 

At  Oct,  vouas  PapsTa,  Tt  Sy^  <|iu)(alCTi  [itycuipzic, 
dcvOpcoTTcov  epaTa  Trap  v£6t'/]ti,  {i,£V£i.v; 

7^  xal  Tifjiap/ov  yXuxEp'Tjq  aloSvot;  ocfXEpaat; 
*?]t0£ov,  Tuplv  ISeTv  xoDpiBiriv  aXo/ov. 

VII.  515 


< 


EIM^NIAOY 

Ol  [i,£V  £[i,S  XT£lVaV'i£(;  ofjLotcov  dvTiTU/oiev, 
Z£u  ^£vi''  01  8'  UTTO  yav  6£vt£(;,  ovaivTO  [Btou. 

VII.  516 
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A  SKIPPER  LOST 

Across  the  Ionian  sea  to  Greece- ward  bound, 

Though  from  his  reckoning  driven  by  wind 
and  wave, 
He  steered  his  little  ship,  and  skill  he  found 

His  freight  and  every  soul  on  board  to  save: 
But  casting  anchor  on  a  reef,  he  fell 

Slain  by  a  blinding  snowstorm's  icy  breath. 
So  while  his  crew  to  port  he  guided  well, 

The  haven  that  he  reached  himself  was  death. 


TIMARCHUS 
O  fell  Disease!  why  doth  thine  evil  heart 

Forbid  man's  soul  in  goodly  youth  to  bide? 
Thou  hast  cut  off  Timarchus  from  his  part 

In  joyous  life  before  he  saw  his  bride. 


A  DOUBLE  WISH 
May  those  who  slew  me  so  be  slain  in  strife, 
And  those  who  buried  me  have  joy  in  life. 
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AAMATHTOT 

"EaT7](;  ^v  npoyifxxoic,,  XatptovtS/],  a>8'  iyopcuaaj;, 

7)  (jLopov,  7^  vixav,  Zeu,  ttoX^jjloio  SlSou, 
rjvLxa  Toi  Tcepl  Tacppov  '  A/attSa  Tyj  tote  vuxtI 

Su(;[jLev£e(;  Opaaeoc;  Sv^ptv  26evTO  7r6vou. 
val  (Ji7]v  aXX'  aper^f;  ac  SoaxpiSi^jv  WXi,{;  aeiSei, 
6ep[i.6v  dva  ^elvtqv  alpta  /eavxa  x6vi.v. 

VII.  541 
AFAOIOT  SXOAASTIKOT 
Ay)t61'0(;  xal  IlauXoi;  aSeX9£w  (5t[i,9(o  £6vTe 

^uvdc  Se  xat  MoipYji;  Xa^eTTjv  Xiva,  xal  Trapa  0iva 

Bo(;TuopLY)v  ^uvy]v  ajxcpepdcXovTo  xovlv. 
ouSe  yap  dXXyjXoiv  ^coetv  dTxdveuOe  Suvda0T]v, 
dXXd  auv£Tp£-/£Ty]v  xal  Tiapd  OEpaEcpovTjv. 
/atpETov,  aj  yXuxspw  xal  ofjiocppove'  arj^xaTt  S'u[xecov 
oScpsXsv  ISpuaOai  Pco[i,6(;  '0[xo9poCTuvY](;. 

viT.  551 
AAMASKIOT  (^lAOSOOOY 

ZcoaifjLT],  r)  Trplv  eoOaa  (jlovco  tw  owfjiaTi  SouXt), 
xal  Tco  ocbfjiaTi  vuv  eupsv  eXsoOsptYjv. 

VII.  553 
AEONTIOY  SXOAASTIKOT 
'Op9£0(;  oiyo[j.£vou,  Tdya  Ttt;  tots  XetTTSTO  MoOaa, 
aeu  Ss,  nXdcTcov,  90t^£vou,  TrauaaTO  xal  xtGdpy]. 
yjv  ydp  £Ti,  TcpoTspcov  [jlsXscov  oXlyy)  Ttt;  dcTroppai^ 
ev  oaT(;  aoi^ojxsvT]  xal  9peal  xal  TraXdpiaK;. 

VII.  571 
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CHAERONIDES 

At  that  hour  when  the  foe  with  all  his  brunt 

Strove  surging  round  the  Achaean  camp  by  night, 

You  shouted,  standing  in  the  battle-front, 
'Ye  Gods,  give  victory  or  death  in  fight.' 

Now  Elis  sings  your  valour  high-renowned. 

Mourning  your  blood  shed  here  on  stranger  ground. 

BROTHERS'  LOVE 

Letoius  and  Paulus,  brothers  twain, 

One  fellowship  together  living  kept. 
One  doom  together  shared  when  they  were  lain 

By  Bosporus'  shore,  and  in  the  dust  they  slept. 
Life  undivided  was  their  sole  content: 

Deathward  together  did  their  footsteps  run. 
0  sweet  united  souls!  their  monument 

Should  be  an  altar  built  to  Hearts-at-One. 

ZOSIMA 

Slave — yet  only  in  body  slave — of  yore. 
She  knows  the  body's  bondage  now  no  more. 

A  MUSICIAN 

When  Orpheus  died,  some  Muse  the  lyre  still  fingered : 
But  Plato  passed,  and  mute  the  viol  lies: 

For  in  his  heart  and  in  his  hand  there  lingered 
Some  remnant  of  the  ancient  melodies. 
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lOTAIANOT  AirxriTIOT 

"Oqtic,  [It  rpi/j^oiai  [liGcciq  Tap/uae  OavovTa 
Xuypoc  TTaOojv  TO[jL(iou  (jl-/)S'  iXtyoio  To/ot, 

Tz6L\fTeq  inel  Tt[i.cova  v£xuv  TraT^ouaiv  oSiTac, 
xal  fjLopoc;  &[i[ii  \i6voic,  &[HJLopoq  rjauxt'/)?- 

vii.  577 

lOYAiANOY  AirrnTior 

OCte  oe  TTOVTOf;  6XtGae  xal  ou  rcvetovT£<;  avjrat, 
aXX'  ax6pY]T0(;  ^pox;  90iTaSo?  lyLTZopiriq. 

eiY]  (jLoi  YaiY](;  6Xiyo(;  ^'loc,'  ex  Se  6aXaaaY)(; 
dcXXotatv  (jleXetco  xspSoc;  asXXofjLa^^ov . 

VII.  586 

lOTAIANOT  AirrnTioT 

KarGavE  ^sv  0£68copO(;'  aot-SoTroXcov  Ss  TiaXatcov 

ttXyjOui;  oLxop'-sv^  vuv  Oavsv  drpEXEox;. 
Tcaaa  yap  apLTuvEtovTt,  ouvettvee.  Tiaaa  S'  dTTsap'/j 

aPEVVU[i,£VOU*  XpU90Y)  8'  EtV  ^vl  TrdvTa  T<X.(f>Cx). 

VII.  595 
lOTAIANOT  AirTHTIOT 

"Qpioi;  slXs  CTE  TraaTd(;,  aoipioc,  eIXe  oe  Tu^x^Of;, 
EuOaXswv  XapiTcov  oivQoQ,  'AvacrTaatT;. 

ool  YEVET7]?,  aol  TTtxpd  7r6at,(;  xacd  Sdxpua  XEL[iEL, 
aol  Ta^a  xat  TTOpOfjLEUi;  Saxpu/^SEO  vsxucov. 

ou  ydp  oXov  Xuxd^avTa  Sf/jvuaai;  ay^t  ctuveuvou, 
dXX'  ExxatSEXETiv,  cpEij,  xaxExet.  <!£  Td90(;. 

VII.  600 
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A  CROSSWAYS  BURIAL 
Whoso  at  crossways  buried  me  when  dead, 

May  no  grave  hold  him  when  he  dies  unblest: 
For  travellers  all  here  trample  on  my  head, 

And  I  alone  in  resting  have  no  rest. 

A  MERCHANT  SEAMAN 
Nor  wind  nor  wave  destroyed  you,  but  the  mart 

And  boundless  lust  of  frenzied  traffic  gains. 
Give  me  short  life  on  land:  I  have  no  heart 

For  profit  wrung  from  fighting  hurricanes. 

THEODORUS 
Our  bard  is  dead:  so  the  departed  host 

Of  ancient  singers  now  past  question  dies. 
In  him  they  breathed:  with  him  gave  up  the  ghost: 

And  all  the  world  of  song  in  one  tomb  lies. 

ANASTASIA 

Timely  to  wed,  untimely  to  be  taken, 

O  child,  the  budding  Graces'  choicest  flower! 

Husband  and  sire  shed  bitter  tears  forsaken, 
And  death's  own  ferryman  did  weep  that  hour. 

Less  than  a  twelvemonth  wert  thou  wedded  wife, 

And  now  at  sixteen  years  dost  end  thy  life. 
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AlOrENOTi;  AAEPTIOY 
Mtqttote  Xu7nf)o-jr)  ae  t6  (jly)  oe  tu/eTv  xtvot;,  dtXXa 

T^pTTEo  Tcaaiv  6\xcoc,  oIgi  SiBaai  0e6(;' 
xal  yap  aOu[j,r)aa(;  6  ao96c;  IlcptavSpot;  arueaPT), 
oGvexev  oux  ^xuxev  TzpriE,ioq  YJq  ^OeXev. 

VII.  620 
AEilNIAA  TAPANTINOY 

Atel  XvjtaTal  xat,  aXt906poi,  o\)Bt  Sixatoi 
Kp^TEc;*  Tt?  Kp7]Tcov  olSe  Sixaioauv/jv; 
W(;  xal  e|jL£  TrXcoovxa  aov  oux  euTrbvt,  cpopxcxi 

KpTjTaiet?  waav  TifjioXuTov  xa0'  aX6(;, 
SeiXaiov.  XTjyo)  (xsv  aXi^woic;  XaplSeaai. 
xsxXaujxat,  TUfi-Pw  8'  oux  ^"^^  TifxdXuTot;. 

VII.  654 
AE^NIAA  TAPANTINOT 

Ty)v  oXiyv^v  ^coXov,  xal  tout'  oXiyyjpiov,  &  'vep, 

ar^jjia  TCOTtq^Osy^at,  rXa^jLOvot;  *AXxt,[JL£V£U(;' 
£t  xal  TTocv  xexpuTTTat  utt'  6^£L7](;  TraXtoupou 
xal  pdcTOu,  9j  ttot'  lyw  Sri'ioq '  AXxt[jLEVY;(;. 

VII.  656 
ANTinATPOY  ©ESSAAGNIKEnE 

OuTO?  6  A£t.avSpot.o  StocTrXoof;,  otjtoc;  6  ttovtou 
:rop0{JL6(;,  6  [iri  [jLouvco  tco  ^iXeovti  PaptS(;' 

Tau0'  'Hpou?  Toc  Tcapot,0£v  ETiauXia,  touto  to  TTtSpyou 
X£it|)avov,  6  TrpoSoTTjt;  wS'  etoxeito  Xuxvo(;. 

xotvo?  S'  da<poT£pou(;  oS'  £}(£t.  Ta90<;,  elc,iTi  xal  vuv 

XElVCi  Ttp  (pOoVEpW  (JLEplCpOlJLEVOU?  OCVEfJlW. 

VII.  666 
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CONTENT 

Grieve  not  to  miss  what  lies  beyond  thy  scope, 
But  take  thy  joy  of  all  that  heaven  doth  dole. 

Sage  Periander  died  of  broken  hope, 
Failing  to  win  the  longing  of  his  soul. 

CRETAN  PIRATES 

Robbers  and  wreckers — right  and  wrong  are  one 
To  Cretans — right  they  never  had  in  mind. 

My  ship  they  seized — rich  lading  there  was  none — 
And  flung  me  in  the  sea  my  death  to  find. 

The  roving  seamew  now  above  me  plains, 

But  not  a  tombstone  covers  my  remains. 

ALCIMENES 
Slight  mound  &  tombstone  slight  enough  to  scorn, 

Nought  else  bespeaks  Alcimenes  but  these: 
Yet,  though  all  hidden  now  by  briar  and  thorn, 

Once  was  I  war-renowned  Alcimenes. 

HERO  AND  LEANDER 

Here  crossed  Leander:  here  the  narrows  scour, — 
Waves  in  whose  turmoil  other  hearts   have 
quailed: 
There  Hero's  dwelling  stood,  yon  ruined  tower. 
Whereon  she  set  her  traitor  light  that  failed. 
Now  rest  they  in  one  burial  side  by  side. 
And  ever  still  that  spiteful  storm  they  chide. 
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ANTQNIOY  0AAAOY 

Au(;Sat.[xov  KXcavaaoa,  au  [ik\f  y(i.[icx>  ^ttXso,  xoup-/;, 

iopioq,  dx(jLatY]<;  oldc  t'  £9'  r]XtxL'/](;" 
aXXa  TEOLi;  OcckdyLoiai  Ya(XOCTT6Xo(;  oux  'Tpi^vatoc;, 

ou8'  "Hpyjc;  ^uytv)?  Xaji-TraSsq  -rjvTtaaav, 
TT^vGifJiog  aXX'  'AtSiQt;  eTcexcopLaaev,  djA^l  8'  'Epivix; 

9otvi,oi;  ex  CTTOfXcxTtov  (i,6pai[xov  '^xev  ^Tra' 
■'/^(jt.aTi  8'  CO  \>\)ii(ptioc,  dvy]7rT£T0  Xa(j.7TaSi,  TraoTac;, 

TOUTw  TTupxat^t;,  ou  6aXd[i.cov  ^t'j/ec;. 

VII.  188 

MEAEATPOY 

Ou  ydpLov,  dXX' '  AtSav  £Tci.vuu,9tS(.ov  KXeaptara 

Se^aTO,  TcapGeviai;  d^jLpiaTa  Xuo(ji.£va. 
apTt.  ydp  saTTsptot  vupifpac;  ettI  SixXtatv  6c-/euv 

XcoToi,  xal  0aXd[i.cov  eTrXaTaysuvTo  6upaf 
7)0301  S'  oXoXuypLov  dvExpayov,  ex  S'  'Tfjievato; 

CTiyaOelt;  yoepov  96£ypLa  [xeOappioaaTo. 
al  S'  auTal  xal  9£yyo(;  eSqcSouxouv  Trapd  TraaTto 

Tceuxat,  xal  96i(i.eva  vepGev  e9aivov  oSov. 

VII.  182 
AAESnOTON 
TiTTxe  {xaTTjv  yoocovxet;  c[j,a>  7rapa[jLt[i.veT£  tu^^co; 

ouSev  e^co  Gpyjvcov  aE,(.ov  ev  90t,[X£VO!.(;. 
Xy^ye  yowv  xal  Traue,  Tr6CTt,(;,  xal  7zcd8eq  efieio 

XatpeTS,  xal  (j,v/j[jl7]v  aco^ex'  'Afxa^oviai;. 

VII.  667 
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THE  BRIDE  OF  DEATH 
Ah,  luckless  maiden!  in  thy  fairest  prime, 
Just  as  life's  dial  pointed  marriage-time, — 
Who  sang  thy  wedlock  chime? 

No  Hymenaeus  decked  thy  chamber  door, 
No  lamps  of  Here  flashed  thy  feet  before, 
But  sleep,  that  wakes  no  more, 

Fell,  and  there  came  an  awful  voice  of  doom. 
That  day  the  lights  were  kindled  in  thy  room, 
Thy  chamber  and  thy  tomb! 

CLEARISTA'S  DEATH 
The  spouse  she  found  was  death,  who  came  before 

And  took  her  ere  she  loosed  her  maiden  zone. 
The  flutes  at  even  sounded  round  her  door. 

Her  chamber  rang  wirh  songs  of  merry  tone; 
But  with  the  morn  rose  lamentation  sore, 

The  minstrel's  voice  was  changed  to  wailful  moan: 
The  lamps,  that  flashed  along  the  bridal  floor, 

Now  light  her  spirit  down  the  gloom  alone. 

A  LOST  MOTHER 
Why  linger  idly  mourning  at  my  tomb? 

In  death  I  find  not  aught  for  misery. 
Cease  then,  my  husband,  cease  to  wail  my  doom: 

Farewell,  my  children:  and  remember  me. 
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KAPOYAAIAOT 

M^  [lili^fl  TCaptwv  Toc  [i\fi][ioi.x6L  [xou,  TrapoSiTa" 

ouSsv  i'/^oi  Opyjvcov  (Jt^tov  ouSh  Oavcov. 
Tfxvtov  T£xva  XfXoiTra*  [iiriq,  dcTrlXauaa  yuvatxoc 

auyyifjpou'  TptCTaot(;  Tratalv  eSwxa  Y<i[AOU(;, 
e^  cov  noXkay.i  TicdSzc,  i[iOic,  lvey.oly.iacc  x6X7roi,c, 

ouSevot;  otpLco^aq  ou  vooov,  ou  Oavaxov 
o^  {xe  xaTaCTTTSLaavTEt;  aTryjfjLova,  t6v  yXuxiJv  uttvov 

xoi[j,aCT0ai  X^P"^"^  ■Ki\i^a.v  iiz*  euae[3e6iv. 

VII.  260 
AAESnOTON 

El'xoat.  KaXXixpocTELa  xal  evvca  xexva  Texouaa, 

ouS'  ev6(;,  outs  [iiric,  £Spax6[r/]v  Oavarov. 
dXX'  ExaTov  xal  ttevte  S(,Y]vuaa(JLY]v  £vi.auTOU(;, 
oxYjTTcovi.  xpo^Epav  oux  ETTLGsTaa  x^po'- 

VII.  224 
AEQNIAA 

'EoTTSpiOV  x'  TjoioV  OCTTCOaaTO  TTOXXaXtg  UTTVOV 

Y)  yp7]i3(;  tcevitjv  nXaxOlt;  d[i.uvo[i,£vy)' 
xai  Ti  TzpoQ  rik<xx(XTriv  xal  tov  auvepiOov  arpaxrov 

T^EtGEV,  TToXtou  yiipoLOc,  ayxt  Gupwv, 
xat  TL  7TapiaTtSiO(;  St,v£U[i.£viQ  axptt;  etc'  ■:?)oG(; 

xstvov  '  A07]vaty;(;  auv  Xdpiatv  SoXt-xov, 
^  pixvY]  pixvou  TCEpl  yorjvaxoc;  apxiov  laTcp 

XEipl  CTTpoyyuXXoua'  [[izpoeaccc  xpoxYjv. 
oyScoxovTaETtj;  S'  'AxEpouoiov  Yjuyaosv  u8cop 

Y]  xaXd  xal  xaXcoc;  nXarOt;;  u97]va[JLEVT,. 

VII.  726 
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A  HAPPY  DEATH 
Mourn  not,  O  traveller,  for  my  vanished  life: 

In  very  death  I  find  no  misery. 
My  children's  children  live:  I  loved  one  wife, 

Mine  age's  helpmeet.  Sons  I  married  three, 
And  ofttimes  rocked  their  children  on  my  breast, 

But  ne'er  saw  death  or  ailment  fall  on  one. 
Now  have  they  lulled  me  to  a  peaceful  rest 

Among  the  blessed  ones  whose  day  is  done. 

A  CENTENARIAN 
Of  children  nine  and  twenty  that  I  bore. 

Nor  son  nor  daughter  but  remains  alive: 
No  staff  mine  aged  hand  hath  trembled  o'er: 

I  ended  well  my  fivescore  years  and  five. 

PLATTHIS  THE  WEAVER 

Full  oft  at  eve  and  morning  did  she  spoil 

Her  sleep,  while  penury  at  bay  she  held, 
To  wheel  and  distaff,  sharers  of  her  toil, 

Singing — beside  the  gates  of  hoary  eld; 
Whirling  the  loom  till  dawn  unwearily, 

As  o'er  Athene's  course  with  skill  she  sped, 
Or,  laying  withered  hand  on  withered  knee, 

Twined  for  the  wheel  the  rightful  meed  of  thread. 
At  fourscore  years  she  saw  the  flood  of  doom, — 
Platthis,  who  fairly  wove  fair  raiment  at  the  loom. 
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nosEiAinnoT  i^  kaaaimaxoy 

T6v  TptETY)  Tcat^ovxa  Trepi  (ppfap  ' Ap/tavaKxa 

el'ScoXov  (jt,op9a(;  xto(p6v  ETieaTraaaTO. 
ex  8'  uSaTOi;  t6v  TratSa  Sia(ipoxov  apTraae  (i.aT7]p, 

oxe7rT0(jt.£va  ^oiOLQ  el'  Ttva  {xotpav  ^/et,. 
NojjLcpac;  8'  oux  Ifjttirjvev  6  vrjTnot;,  dXX'  cttI.  youvcov 
pLaTp6(;  xotixaOelt;  t6v  ^aOuv  uttvov  ^x^"*- 

VII.  170 
EPYKIOY 

OuxeTt  auptyycov  v6[i.i,ov  [liXoc,  aYx60t.  xaura? 

ap(jt,6^-jQ  (BXcoGpat;,  07)pi[jLaxe,  TuXaTavou" 
ouS£  oeu  ix.  xaXdcfjicov  xepaal  (ioet;  aSu  (i,cXta(jia 

Se^ovTai,  oxicpa  Trap  8put  xexXtfy.evou. 
wXeae  yap  TrpyjaTTjp  ae  xepauvto?"  od  8'  eTrl  {i,av8pav 
6'])e  ^ozQ  vicpETw  aTuepxofjtevai  xaTe(3av. 

VII.  174 
AIOTIMOY  ol  Bh  AEQNIAOY 
AuT6[jiaTai  SetXal  ttotI  TauXiov  al  [Soe?  yjXOov 

e^  opeot;,  noXkfi  vtcpofxevai  /tdvL. 
al',  al',  07]pi[jiaxo(;  Sc  Tuapa  Sput  tov  (jLaxp6v  euSct 
UTTVOV  exoLfXYjOr)  S'  ex  nxjpbq  oupavtou. 

VII.  173 
AIOEKOPIAOY 

'EpLTroptTjc;  Xyj^avTa  OiXoxptTov,  apTt  S'  ap6Tpou 

y£u6[jLevov,  ^eivco  M£{i,cpt,(;  expu^'e  Ta(pcp" 
ev0a  Spa[ji6)v  NetXoio  ttoXuc;  p6o(;  uSari  Xappco 

TocvSpo?  TY)v  oXiyrjv  ^coXov  aTryjfjLcpiaaev. 
xal  t,oibc,  [JL£V  £9£uy£  TTLxp-^^v  aXa"  vuv  Ss  xaXucp0el(;  • 
xu{jiaat.  vauTQyov  axsTXtOf;  eo/e  Ta90v. 

VII.  76 
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A  CHILD  DROWNED 

At  play  beside  a  well,  a  little  child 

Reached  arms  to  catch  his  shadow  in  the  deep: 
His  mother  plucked  him  forth  in  sorrow  wild, 

Looking  if  still  a  breath  of  life  he  keep. 
He  sleeps — and  leaves  the  waters  undefiled — 

Sleeps  on  his  mother's  knee  the  dreamless  sleep. 

A  SHEPHERD'S  DEATH 
No  more  beneath  the  shadow  of  yon  pine 

The  tuneful  music  of  thy  pipe  shall  flow, 
Nor  under  spreading  oak  thy  limbs  recline, 

While  listening  cattle  drink  thy  notes  below: 
A  bolt  from  heaven  hath  slain  thee,  and  thy  kine 

Came  home  belated  through  the  driving  snow. 

THE  SAME 

Down  from  the  hills  unbidden  the  oxen  came  to  the  fold, 
Came  in  a  grievous  plight  covered  with  flakes  of  snow. 

Woe's  me!  under  an  oak Therimachus,  fallen  asleep, 
Taketh  his  last  long  rest,  sent  by  a  flash  from  heaven. 

A  MERCHANT  WHO  DIED  IN  EGYPT 

His  traffic  ended,  plough  in  hand,  he  died 

And  found  a  tomb  at  Memphis,  far  from  home. 

Then  rose  the  Nile,  whose  mighty  rushing  tide 
Swept  all  away  his  little  shroud  of  loam. 

So  lies  he,  sunk  and  shipwrecked,  though  he  plied 
Scathless  in  life  across  the  bitter  foam. 
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AIOSKOPIAOT  ol  Bk  NIKAPXOY 
Ty)v  yoEpatf;  TTveuaaaav  iv  wStvsacri  Aa(i.taxr^v 

uaxaxa,  Nixap£T7](;  TualSa  xal  EuttoXiSoc;, 
auv  Ppecpeatv  8i,8u(ji.oic;,  l]a[i,r/]v  y^vog,  al  Trapa  NetXco 

xpuTTTOuotv  Ai^\i'f]c,  y]6veq  elxoa^Ttv. 
dXXa,  x6pai,  xf)  TratSl  Xzydncc  Scopa  9lpouaai, 
0£p[xa  xam  (J^u/pou  Saxpua  ytliz  xacpoo. 

VII.  166 

ANTinATPOY 

TOUTO  TO!,,  'ApT£[J!.lScop£,  TCO)  sttI  CTaiJiaTt,  (xaTYjp 

l'a)(e,  SwSsxETTjv  aov  yoocoCTa  [xopov 
"^QXst'  s[i,a(;  coStvot;  6  7T:a<;  7:6vo(;  Ic;  7r6vov,  tc,  TrOp" 

oSXeO'  6  7ra[j.[jL£X£0(;  ystvaiJisvou  xapLaTo;;* 
toXsTo  0'  a  TuoOiva  rep^'t-i;  C£0£V  £(;  yap  (5cxa[i.7rTov, 

eg  Tov  av6aT7]TOv  /copov  e^v]?  evEpcov 
ou8'  £<;  e9'y][3£iav  */iX0£(;,  t£X0(;'  ocvti  §£  azio 

araXa,  xal  xwcpa  X£t7T£Ta(.  ayLyii  xovk;. 

VII.  467 

ANYTHS 

Aota0t.a  S'q  tocSe  Trarpl  cptXw  7T£pl  x^^P^  ^aXouaa 
£I7t'  'EpaTco,  x^wpoTt;  Saxpuai  X£t.po(i.£va' 

d)  7raT£p,ou  toi  et'  el[jLi,  [XEXat;  S'  e[i.6v  6{X[xa-xaXu7rTet 
t^St)  a7rocp0(,[jt£Vir;(;  xuocveov  0avaTO(;, 

VII.  646 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

LOST  IN  EGYPT 

Eupolis'  daughter,  born  in  Samos  isle, 

Who  closed  in  travail-pangs  her  twenty  years, 

Here  in  the  barren  sands  beside  the  Nile 

Lies  lost  with  her  twin  babes  from  all  her  peers. 

O  maidens!  bring  ye  gifts,  and  weep  awhile, 
Shedding  on  her  cold  tomb  your  burning  tears. 


A  MOTHER  WEEPING  FOR  HER  CHILD 
This  was  the  wail  a  mother  at  the  tomb 
Raised  for  her  child  of  twelve,  mourning  his  doom; 
'Lost  are  my  travail-pains  in  pain  and  fire, 
Lost  all  the  grievous  toiling  of  thy  sire, 
Lost  all  thy  sweet  love :  thou  hast  reached  the  shore 
Without  return  or  mercy  evermore. 
Thou  camest  not  to  youth:  and  now  we  own 
Dumb  ashes  in  thy  stead,  and  this  thy  stone.' 


ERATO'S  LAST  WORDS 
Clasping  her  father,  with  her  latest  breath 

Amid  the  dew  of  falling  tears,  she  cries:  — 
*0  Father,  I  am  gone:  the  mist  of  death 

Folds  dimly  round  the  darkness  of  mine  eyes.' 
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AIOSKOPIAOY 
Ta  HtTava  0paau[3ouXo(;  in'  acsiriSoq  r^XuOev  (Xttvou?, 

^TTToc  7Tp6c;  'Apyettov  TpaufjiaTa  8e^a(jt,evo(;, 
Seixvuf;  avT^a  Travxa'  tov  al(jLaT6£VTa  B'  6  npio^uc; 

TzcdB'  inl  TTupxa'iTjv  Tuvvl^o?  e^tte  Ti0et(;' 
AetXol  xXateaOwaav  ^yw  Se  as,  rexvov,  (5cSaxpu(; 
Oa^^^co,  t6v  xal  k[ibv  xal  AaxeSatfjidvtov. 

VII.  229 


EPYKIOY  KYZIKHNOY 
"Avtx'  dcTTo  TTToXsjxou  TpECTCTavToc  a£  Ss^aTO  {xdcTTjp, 

TuavTa  TOV  oTrXtaTav  xoajjiov  oXwXsxoTa, 
auToc  Toi  cpovlav,  AajjidcTpts,  auTtxa  X6Yxav 

eItiS  Sta  7rXaT£cov  coaa^sva  Xaydvwv 
KaT0av£,  [i.Y]8'  e^stco  STrdcpTa  t|i6yov  ou  yap  ixeiva 
■J^fiTcXaxev,  el  SeiXoui;  tou(jl6v  ^Opscj^s  yaXa. 

VII.  230 


^lAinnOY  ©ESSAAONIKEaS 

Al'X[.0(;  6  Opaaux^t-P)  "Apyout;  npoiioc,,  6  ^zkioia(X(; 

ySjyivcc  ^(puaoSeTOK;  ex  n6Xi[iou  aT£9avoi(;, 
TYj^tpLeXet  vouCTCi  xexoXoufjievoi;,  eSpafxe  Gufico 

!{;  7rpoTep7]v  epycov  6cpa£va  (jtapTupiT^v, 
^ae  B'  UTTo  aTrXayxvoic;  jrXaTu  cpaayavov,  ev  {jiovov  elrrcov, 

"AvSpa?  "ApY](;  xxeivei,  SeiXoTspouf;  Bk  voao?. 

VII.  234 
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A  SPARTAN  FATHER 

Lifeless  home  upon  his  shield 

Came  the  warrior  from  the  field, — 
Seven  his  wounds,  and  frontward  every  one: 

Calmly  then  his  aged  sire 

Laid  the  corse  upon  the  pyre. 

Speaking  words  of  high  desire, 
'Tears  for  a  craven's  death,  not  thine,  my  son! 

Tearless  I  will  bury  thee, 

Child  of  Sparta  and  of  me. 

Well  done !  well  done ! ' 

A  SPARTAN  MOTHER 

When  the  mother  saw  her  son 

Trembling  from  the  battle  run. 
All  his  glory  lost  and  knightly  fame: 

Swift  a  bloodstained  spear  she  spied, 

Seized  and  plunged  it  through  his  side. 

Speaking  words  of  lofty  pride, 
'Die,  and  let  not  Sparta  bear  thy  blame. 

Hers  is  not  the  sin  and  scorn. 

If  my  womb  hath  cowards  borne. 
O  shame!  O  shame!' 

A  CHIEF'S  DEATH 
Aelius,  daring  of  hand,  the  chieftain  of  Argos  who  twined 
Wreaths  of  gold  on  his  brow  after  the  wars  were  done, 
Caught  by  a  pining  sickness  and  maimed,  ran  backward 
in  thought 
Over  his  bygone  life's  warrior  story  of  deeds; 
Then  in  his  heart  plunged  deep  his  blade,  saying  only 
a  word — 
'Men  find  death  by  the  sword,  cowards  by  slow  disease.* 
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AEHNIAA  TAPENriNOT 

€)9jpiv  t6v  Tpty^povra,  t6v  eudtypwv  <^'^^  xijpTwv 

lX0uoXy)iOTY)pa,  atxyrivicc,  x7)pa(jLo8uTy)v, 

ou^l  TToXuaxaXfxou  ^XcoTopa  vauTtXtT);;, 
^(X7nr](;  out'  'ApxToupog  arctoXeaev,  outs  xaxatyl? 

7]Xaoe  Toct;  7:oXXa(;  tcov  et^cov  SexaSai;' 
(iXX'  ^0av'  ev  xaXi)[BY)  axoi.vtTi.8i.,  Xuyvoc;  oTTota, 

T(o  [jiaxpco  aPeaOolt;  ev  XPO'^^P  auToptaTog. 
07i[i.a  Se  tout'  ou  TralSeg  £9yjp{jLoaav,  ouS'  6(i,6X£XTpo(;, 

dXXa  auvepyaTLVT]?  l/GuPoXcay  diccaoc,. 

VII.  295 

AEnNIAOT 

EI'y)  7rovT07r6pa)  TrXoot;  oiiptoc;'  t^v  8'  ap'  txTjTT]?, 
ox;  I[JL£,  ToTi;  'AtSeco  7rpo(;Tr£XdCT7}  Xi(j.£at.v, 

[i,£(xcp£a66)  (jLy;  XaTT^xa  xax6^£vov,  dXX'  eo  ToXpiav-, 
OQTIQ  dcp'  rjiXETEpou  TTstafxaT'  eXuae  Td90u. 

VII.  264 

nosEiAinnoY 

NauTtXoi,  eyyut;  dXot;  tl  [iz  OocTTTSTe;  xoXXov  6cv£u6e 

5(coaai  vauY)you  TXrjfiova  TUfx^ov  eSei. 
9piao6)  xupiaTOf;  "^x^V?  ^y-ov  [lopov.  dXXd  xal  outco? 

5(atp£T£,  N!.X7)Ty;V  oI't!.v£(;  olxTtp£T£. 

VII.  267 

lOTAIANOT  AirXnTIGT 
noXXdxi  [JL£V  ToS'  a£iaa,  xal  £x  TU[jt.[3ou  Bk  [Boiqctw 
nLV£T£,  TTplv  TauTYjv  dix^L^dXTjaOs  XOVIV. 

VII.  32 
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A  POOR  FISHERMAN 
By  cunning  creels  he  gat  his  daily  prize, 
Wont  like  a  merlin  o'er  the  waves  to  leap, 

Netting  the  crannied  rocks  in  fisher's  guise, 
Scorning  the  stately  galley's  long-oared  sweep. 
His  fourscore  years  did  break  not  suddenwise 

By  stormy  star  or  hurricane  from  the  steep; 
But  in  his  reed-hut,  as  a  taper  dies, 
After  his  many  days  he  fell  asleep. 

This  tomb  nor  child  nor  goodwife  bade  arise, 
But  faithful  fellow-craftsmen  of  the  deep. 

A  SAILOR'S  TOMB 
Fair  winds  befall  the  mariner  on  his  ways! 
But  if  his  barque,  as  mine,  some  storm  bewrays. 

And  drives  him  to  the  harbour-home  of  doom. 
He  shall  not  chide  the  waves  as  merciless; 
Nought  is  to  blame  save  his  foolhardiness. 

Who  dared  to  loose  his  moorings  from  my  tomb. 

FEAR  AFTER  DEATH 
Why  set  ye  here  a  shipwrecked  sailor's  grave? 

Far  should  my  mound  be,  not  beside  tbe  sea. 
I  shudder  at  the  deadly  roaring  wave : 

Yet — fair  befall  ye,  all  who  pity  me. 

A  MORAL 
Oft  in  life  I  sang  the  strain. 

Now  from  death  I  cry  aloud: 
'Drink  ye,  comrades,  drink  again. 

Ere  the  dust  shall  wind  your  shroud.' 
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(i)  GREEK  AUTHORS 

*^*  Authors  of  the  same  name  are  often  con- 
fused, and  the  attribution  is  therefore  often 
uncertain. 

Aceratus,  unknown  206 

Addaeus  of  Macedon,  4th  cent  BC  154 

Addaeus  of  Mitylene,  uncertain  242 

Aesopus,  6th  cent  BC  98 

Agathias  Scholasticus,  6th  cent  AD  14  bis,  20, 

30,  32,  44,  46,   50,  58,  76,  94,  96,  108  bis, 

168,  186,  254 
Alcaeus,  7th  cent  BC  38 

Alpheius  of  Mitylene,  ist  cent  BC  10 

Anacreon,  6th  cent  BC  92,  144 

Anonymous  v.  Unassigned 
Antipater  of  Sidon,  ist  cent  BC  118,  140  bis, 

142,  146  bis,   148,   152,   184,    192,    196  bis, 

202,  204  bis,  210,  212,  216  bis,  218,  222,  226, 

232,  234,  238,  246,  252,  266 
Antipater  of  Thessalonica,    ist  cent  BC  182, 

212,  214,  218,  258 
Antiphilus,  ist  cent  AD  6,  104,  134,  136,  188 

bis,  240  bis. 
Antonius  Thallus  v.  Thallus 
Anyte,  [?]  3rd  cent  BC  266 

Apollonides,  ist  cent  AD  156  bis 

Archias,  2nd  cent  BC  6,  40,  182,  184,  228,  238 
Aristodicus  of  Rhodes,  unknown  180 
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INDEX 
Ariston,  uncertain  176 

Asclepiades,  3rd  cent  BC  4,  16,  18,  28,  38,  48, 

60,  78,  210 
Bacchylides,  6th  cent  BC  124 

Besantinus,  uncertain  102 

Callimachus,  3rd  cent  BC  38,  74,  208,  230,  236, 

264 
Carphyllides,  uncertain  262 

Cometes  Chartularius,  late  AD  60 

Crates,  [?]  4th  cent  BC  56 

Crinagoras,  1st  cent  BC  88 

Damagetus,  200  BC  254 

Damascius,  6th  cent  AD  254 

Demiurgus,  unknown  206 

Diogenes  Laertius,  [?j  2nd  cent  AD  224,  228, 

258 
Dionysius  of  Cyzicus,  uncertain  230 

Dionysius  of  Rhodes,  uncertain  230 

Dionysius  Sophistes,  uncertain  16 

Dioscorides,  2nd  cent  BC  34,  248,  264,  266,  268 
Diotimus,  3rd  cent  BC  234,  264 

Eratosthenes  Scholasticus,  3rd  cent  BC         1 30 
Erycius  of  Cyzicus,  [? J  istcentBC  268 

Erycius  of  Thessaly,  [?]  ist  cent  AD     244,  264 
Evenus  of  Sicily,  5th  cent  BC  198 

Hegemon,  unknown  248 

Hegesippus,  300  BC  142,  150 

Heracleides  of  Sinope,  [?]  2nd  cent  AD         244 
Heracletus,  ist  cent  BC  250 
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INDEX 
Julianus  of  Egypt,  2nd  cent  AD  20,  102,  116 

bis,  120,  192  bis,  206,  222,  256  quater,  270 
Julius  Polyaenus,  ist  cent  BC  92,  98,  102 

Leonidas  of  Alexandria,  ist  cent  AD  108,  no, 

118,  144,  154,  160  bis,  168,  176,  178,  208, 

226,  248,  250,  262,  264,  270 
Leonidas  of  Tarentum,  3rd  cent  BC  144,  152, 

202,  258  bis,  270 
Leontius,  6th  cent  AD  254 

Lucian,  2nd  cent  AD  98,  100,  102,  242 

Lucillus,  ist  cent  AD  58,  nobis 

Maecius,  unknown  i54 

Macedonius,  6th  cent  AD  2,  8,  42,  52,  56,  68, 

72,  122,  126,  128  bis,  132,  192,  194 
Marcus  Argentarius,  uncertain,  2,  4,  10,  22,  36, 

56,  112,  150,  182 
Marcus  the  younger,  uncertain  1 98 

Marianus  Scholasticus,  uncertain  170 

Meleager,  ist  cent  BC  2,  4,  10,  24,  26,  28,  34,  36 

bis,  38,  46,  50,  58,  60,  62,  64  ter,  66  bis,  68  bis, 

70,  146,  168,  170,  174  bis,  176,  180,  260 
Metrodorus,  uncertain  106 

Mnasalcas,  4th  cent  BC   142,  158,  162,  180,  234 
Mundus  Munatius,  uncertain  198 

Nicarcus,  ist  cent  AD  266 

Nicias,  3rd  cent  BC  144,  172  bis 

Oracle  84,  100 

Palladas  of  Alexandria,  5th  cent  AD  22,  60,  84 

bis,  86,  90  ter,  92,  94  bis,  96,  98,  100,  106,  188 
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INDEX 
Pancrates,  f?]  istcentBC  140 

Paulus  Silentiarius,  6th  cent  AD  8, 12, 18, 20, 24 

28,  30,  32,  40  bis,  42  bis,  44,  54  bis,  62,  70  bis, 

74,  76,  80,  86  bis,  124,  126,  128,  130  bis,  132, 

148,  242 
Perses,  300  BC  158 

Philemon,  [?  ]  4th  cent  BC  220 

Philippusof  Thessalonica,  (?l  istcent  AD  122, 

132  bis,  138  bis,  158,  202,  268 
Philodemus,  ist  cent  BC      6,  10,  30,  48,  72,  74 
Plato,  5th  cent  BC  26  bis,  46,  116,  190 

Plato  Comicus,  5th  cent  BC  104 

Pompeius,  uncertain  198,  232 

Poseidippus,  3rd  centBC  28,  62,  72,  104,  264, 

270 
Ptolemy,  2nd  cent  AD  190,  226 

Rufinus,  uncertain  4,  16,  18,  22,  26,  46,  50  bis, 

76,  78  bis,  80,  IQO 
Sappho,  7th  cent  BC  502 

Simmias,  4th  cent  BC  184,  218,  224 

Simonides,  5th  cent  BC  118,  126,  152,  214,  236 

ter,  252  bis 
Statyllius  Flaccus  unknown  240 

Straton,  2nd  cent  AD  12,  48 

Thallus,  ist  cent  AD  156,  260 

Theaetetus  Scholasticus,  [?]  3rd  cent  BC       120 
Thyillus,  unknown  148 

Tullius  Laureas,  istcentBC  212 

Tymneus,  2nd  cent  BC  172,  248 
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Unassigned,  4,8,  22  (2),  34,  44,  80,  84,  88,  92, 
100,  104,  no,  112  (2),  124,  160,  178  (2,) 
186,  194  (2),  196,  204,  208,  210,  214,  220  (3), 
222  '2),  226, 228  (2),  230, 236, 244, 246, 260,262 

Zonas  of  Sardis,  ist  cent  BC  88,  138,  246 

(2)  OTHER  PROPER  NAMES 


Aeschylus 
Alcimenes 
Alcman 
Alexander 
Anacreon 
bis,  219 
Anaxagoras 
Antimachus 
Archilochus 

Argos 

Aristomenes 


219 

259 
213 

137 
215,217 

229 

215 
207  bis, 
209 
269 
235 


Artemis,Templeofi97 

Athens  237 

Babylon  197 

Bosporus  255 

Callimachus  215 

Chaeronides  255 

Cleombrotus  231 

Corinth  197 

Democritus  223  bis 

Dindymus  125 


Diogenes  227, 229 
Elis  255 

Eratosthenes  231 

Erinna  211  ter 

Epicharmus  229 

Euboea,  Straits  of  188 
Euripides  221  ter 

Gyges  93 

Heracleitus  209  bis 
Hero  &  Leander  259 
Hesiod  207 

Hippocrates  229 

Homer       199,  203  ter 
205,215 


Icos 

Ilion 

los 

Iris  River 

Laertes 


205 
199  bis 
205 
171 
231 


Lais      9,  1 17  ter,  129, 

233  bis 
Leucon  195 
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Malea 

182 

Pyramids 

197 

Mausolus 

197 

Rhodes,    Colossus    of 

Megara 

247 

197  bis 

Memphis 

265 

Rome 

157 

Meroe 

19,237 

Samos 

267 

Mycenae 

199  bis 

Sappho 

195,213 

Myron 

193  bis 

Sardis 

93 

Nile 

267 

Smyrna 

247 

Orbelus 

141 

Socrates 

223 

Periander 

259 

Sophocles 

219 

Phaenocritus 

231 

Sparta 

249, 269 

Pharos 

195 

Syrtis 

169 

Phrygia 

125 

Thales 

221 

Pindar 

213 

Themistocles 

225 

Plato  223,  225 

bis,  231 

Theodorus 

257 

Plato  (musician)    255 

Thermopylae 

237  ter 

Polycleitus 

191 

Thucydides 

225 

Praxiteles 

191 

Timon 

227  ter 
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